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ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Editor of tlie follo^YiHg Poems iias ocen 
indiieed, after the lapse of many years, to reprint a 
limited number of copies. Arthur Henry Ilallam 
had the hai)i)iness to possess the friendsliip ol* one, 
then as young as himself, Avhose name has risen to 

the highest place among our living poets. What this 

• 

distinguished person felt for one so early tom from 
liim, lias been displayed in those beautiful poems, 
intitled “ In Meinoriam,” which both liere and in 
America have been read Avith admiration and delight. 
The image of Arthur hovers, like a dim shadow, over 
these ; and as the original coiaes of his own produc- 
tions, given solely ixj his friends, arc not easily to be 
procured, it lias been thought by the Editor, after 
much deliberation, that others may be interested in 
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possessinfy them. A few have not been reprinted in 
this Edition. 

Another great calamity fell on the Editor about 
two years since ; a second time he was bereaved of a 
son, whose striking resemblance in character 1.0 Arthur 
had long been his consolation and his pride. It is, 
therefore, appropriate on the i)resent occasion to sub- 
join a short memoir of Henry Fitzmaurice ITallam, 
drawn up soon after his deatli by two very intimate 
friends, Henry Sumner Maine and Franklin Lushing- 
ton. Never were brothers more akin in every moral 
excellence of disposition, or in tlieir liabitual pursuits, 
or in a dei)th of thought which did not exclude a lively 
perception of what w'as passing before them, and an 
entire enjoyment of friendly intercourse. 


Mavcht 1853. 



PREFACE. 


TnE writer of the following Poems niiTl Essays 
was so well known to the greater part of tliose into 
wliose hands they are likely to come, that it may 
seem ahnost sii])erflnous to commemorate a name 
little likely to fode irom their recolleetion. Yet it 
is a pious, though at the same time, a very painful 
office, incumbent on the Editor, to furnish a few 
notices of a life as I’emarkable for the early splendour 
of genius, and for unifoim moral excellence, as that 
of any one who lias fallen under his observation ; 
especially as some there must probably be, who will 
read these pages with little previous knowdedge of 
him to whom they relate. 

Arthur ITcnry Hallam was bom in Bedford Place, 
London, on the 1st of Febmary, 1811. Very few ycm*s 
had elapsed before his parents observed strong indi- 
cations of his future character, in a peculiar clearness 
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of perception, a facility of acquiring knowledge, and, 
above all, in an iindeviating sweetness of disposi- 
tion, and adherence to his sense of what was right 
and becoming. As he advanced to another stage of 
childhood, it was rendered still more manifest that 
he would be distinguished from ordinary^ persons, by 
an increasing tlioiightfiilness, and a fondness lor a 
class of books, wliich in general are so little intelli- 
gible to llioys of his age, tliat they excite in them no 
kind of interest. 

In the summer of 1818 he spent some months 
with }jis parents in Germany and Switzerland, and 
became familiar with the French language, which he 
had already learned to read with facility, lie had 
gone through the elements of Latin before this i>ime ; 
but that language liaving been laid aside during liis 
tour, it was found upon his ret mm that, a variety of 
new scenes having effaced it from his memory, it was 
necessary to begin again Avith the first rudiments. 

lie was nearly eiglit years old at this time ; and 
in little more than twelve months he could read Latin 
with tolerable facility. In this period liis mind Avas 
developing itself more rapidly than before ; he now 
felt a keen relish for dramatic poetry, and Avrote 
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several tragedies, if we may so call them, either in 
prose or verse, ^vith a more precocious disphiy of 
talents tlimi the Editor remembers to have met with 
in any other individual. The natuml ].)ride, however, 
of his parents did not blind them to ilie uncertainty 
that belongs to all premature cffoits of the mind ; 
and they so carefully avoided ever}i:hiug like a 
boastful display of blossoms, which, in many cases, 
have withered away in barren luxuriance, Miat the 
circumstance of these conqKisitions was hardly ever 
mentioned out of their own fmnily. 

In the spring of 1820, Arthur w\as j>laced mider 
the Rev. W. Carinalt, at Putney, whev(3 he remained 
nearly two years. Alter leaving tliis school, he Avent 
abroad again for some months ; mid in October, 1822, 
became the i)upil of the Rev. E. 0. na^\’trey, an 
assistant master of Eton College. At Eton he con- 
tinued till the summer of 1827. He was now beeome 
a good, ihough not i)erhaps a first-rate, scholar in the 
Latin and 0 reek languages. The loss of time, rela- 
tively to this object, in travelling, but, far more, his 
increasing avidity for a different kind of knowledge, 
and the strong bent of his mind to subjects Avhich 
iiexercise other faculties than such as the acquirement 
[of languages calls into play, will sufiicicntly account 
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for wliat might seem a comparative deficiency in clas- 
sical learning.* It can only however be reckoned one, 
comparatively to his other attainments, and to his re- 
markable faeility in mastering the modem languages. 

The Editor has thought it not improper to print 
in the following pages an Eton exercise, which, as 
written before the age of fourteen, though not free 
from me<irical and other cn’ors, appears, perhaps, to a 
partial judgment, far above the level of such composi- 
tions. It is remarkable that he should have selected 
the story of Ugolino, hum a poet with whom, and 
with Avhose language he was then but very slightly 
acquainted, but who was afterwards io become, more 
perhaps than any other, the master mover f)f his spirit. 
It may be added, that great judgment and taste, arc 
perceptible in this translation, wliich is by no means 
a literal one ; and in which the phraseology of 
Sophocles is not ill substituted, in some passages, 
for that of Dante. 

The Latin poetry of an Etonian is generally reckoned 
at that school, the chief test of his literary talent. 
That of Arthur was good without being excellent ; he 
never wanted depth of thought, or truth of feeling ; 
but it is only in a few rare instances, if altogether 
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in any, that an original mind has been known to 
utter itself freely and vigorously, Avithout sacrifice of 
purity, in a language the capacities of which ai*e so 
imperfectly understood ; and in his productions there 
Avas not the thorough conformity to an ancient 
modef which is required for peWecjt elegance in Latin 
verse. He took no great pleasure in this sort of com- 
])osition ; and perhaps ncAnr returned to it of his oAvn 
accord. 

In the latter part of liis residence at Eton, he Avas 
led aAvay more and more by the lu’cclominaiit bias of 
his mind from tlic exclusive study of ancient litera- 
ture. The poets of England, esj)ecially the older 
dramatists, came AN’ith gi’catcr attraction over his 
spirit. He loved Fletcher and some of Fletcher’s 
contemporaries, ibr tluu'r energy of langTiagc and 
intenseness of feeling ; but it Avas in Shakspeare alone 
that he fimnd tlie fulness of soul Avhich seeim^ to 
slake the thirst of his oAvn rapidly expanding genius 
for an inexliaustible fountain of thought and emotion, 
lie kneAv Shakspeare thoroughly ; and indeed his 
acquainfrmce Avith the early poetiy of this counti^^ 
was very extensive. Among the modem ])oets, Bpon 
was at this time far above the rest and almost 
exclusively his favourite ; a preference which in 



XIV 


PREFACE. 


later years he transferred altogether to Wordsworth 
and Shelley. 

He became, when about fifteen years old, a member 
of the debating society established among the elder 
boys, in which he took great interest ; and this •served 
to confirm tlie bias of his intellect towards the moral 
and political philosophy of modem times. It was 
probably however of important utility in giving him 
that command of his own language which lie ]K)ssessed, 
as the following Essays will show% in a very superior 
degree, and in exercising those powers of argumenta- 
tive discussion wdiich now displayed themselves as 
eminently characberistic of his mind. It >vas a neces- 
sary consequence that he declined still more from the 
usual patlis of study, and abated ])erhaps somewhat 
of his regard for the writers of anticjuity. It must 
not be understood, nevertheless, as most of those who 
read these pages will be aware, that lie ever lost his 
sensibility to those ever-living efiusioiis of genius 
which the ancient languages presciwe. He loved 
^schylus and Sophocles (to Euripides he hardly did 
justice), Lucretius and Virgil ; if he did not seem so 
much drawn to Homer as might at first be expected, 
this may probably be accounted for by his increasing 
taste for philosoi)hical poetrj". 
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In the early part of 1827, Arthur took a part in 
the Eton Miscellany, a periodical publication, in 
which some of his friends in the debating society 
were concerned. He wrote in this, besides a few 
papers in prose, a little poem on a story connected 
with the Tjake of Killamey. It has not been thought 
by the Editor advisable, upon the whole, to reprint 
these lines ; though, in his opinion, they bear veiy 
striking marks of superior powers. Tliis was almost 
the first poetiy that Arthur had written, except the 
childish tragedies above mentioned. No one was ever 
less inclined to the trick of versifying. Poetry with 
him was not an amusement, but the natural and 
almost necessary language of genuine emotion ; and 
it was not till the discipline of serious reflection, and 
the approf jh of manhood gave a reality and intense- 
ness to sugh emotions, that he learned the capacities 
of his own genius. That he was a j)oet by nature 
these remains will sufficiently prove ; but certainly 
he was far removed fi*om being a versifier by nature ; 
nor was he })robably able to perform, what he scarce 
ever attempted, to write easily and elegantly on an 
ordinary subject. The lines in p. Cl, on the stoiy of 
Pygmalion, are so far an exception, that they arose out 
of a momentary amusement of society ; but he could 
not avoid, even In these, his own grave tone of poetry. 
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Upon leaving Eton in the summer of 1827 , he 
accompanied his p«TOnts to the Continent, and passed 
eight months in Italy. This introduction to new 
scenes of nature and art, and to new sources of intel- 
lectual delight, at tlie very period of transition from 
boyhood to youth, scaled no doubt the peculiar charac- 
ter of Ids mind, and taught him, too soon for his peace, 
to sound those depths of thought and feeling, from 
which, after this time, all that he wrote was derived, 
lie had, when he passed the Alj)s, only a moderate 
acquaintance with the Italian language ; but during 
his residence in the country, he came to speak it with 
perfect fluency, and with a pure Sienese pronuncia- 
tion. In its study he was much assisted by his friend 
and instructor, the' Abbatc Pifferi, who encouraged 
him to his first attempts at versification. Tlie few 
sonnets which are now printed, were, it is to be 
remembered, ^vl•itten by a foreigner, hardly seventeen 
years old, and after a very short stay in Italy. The 
Editor might not, probably, have sulfered them to 
appear, even in this private manner, ujm his own 
judgment. But he knew that the greatest living 
writer of Italy, to whom they were shown some time 
since at Milan, by the author’s excellent friend, 
Mr. Richard Milnes, had expressed himself in terms 
of high approbation ; and he is able to confirm this 
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by the testimony of Mr. Panizzi, which he must take 
the liberty to insert in his own words : 

My dear Sir, 

“I do not ^piow how to express myself 
respecting the Italian sonnets whicli I have had the 
[Measure to read several times, lest I miglit appear 
jlinded by my affection for the memory of their 
amented author. Tliey are much superior not only 
;0 what forei^iers have wiitten, but to what I thought 
K)ssi1)le ibr them to write in Italian. 1 have fonned 
liis opinion after having perused the i)oems repeatedly 
ast evening as well as this morning, and tried 
altliough in vain) to forget by whom they were 
mtten.” 

The gi'owing intimacy of Arthur with Italian poetiy, 
jd him naturally to that of Dante. No poet was so 
ongenial to the cliaracter of his own reflective mind ; 
a none other could he so abundfmtly find that disdain 
1‘ flowery redundance, that perpetual reference of the 
snsible to the ideal, tliat aspiration for somewhat 
otter and less fleeting than earthly things, to which 
is inmost soul responded. Like all genuine wor- 
^ippers of tiiQ great Florentine Poet, he rated the 
nfemo below the tw'o later portions of the Divina 
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Comedia ; there was nothini? even to revolt liis taste, 
but rather much to attract it, in the scholastic theo- 
logy and mystic visions of the Paradiso. Petrarch 
he greai>ly admired, though with less idolatry than 
Dante ; and the sonnets here printed will show to all 
competent judges how fully he had imbibed the spirit, 
without servile centonism, of the best writers in 
that style of composition who flourished in the 16th 
ccntmyji 

But Poetry was not an absorbing passion at thh 
time in his mind. His eyes were fixed on the bes 
pictures with silent, intense delight. He had a deep 
and just perception of what was beautiful in this Art ; 
at least in its higlier schools ; for he did not pay mucli 
regard, or perhaps quite do justice, to the masters of 
the 17th centuiy. To technical criticism he made no 
sort t)f pretension ; painting was to him but the visible 
language of emotion ; and where it did not aim at 
exciting it, or employed inadequate means, his admira- 
tion would be withheld. Hence he highly prized the 
ancient paintings, both Italian and German, of the 
age which preceded the full development of Art. But 
he was almost as enthusiastic an admirer of the 
Venetian, as of the Tuscan and Roman Schools ; con- 
sidering these Masters as reaching the same end by 
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the (liflerent agencies of form and colour. This pre- 
dilection for the sensitive beauties of painting is some- 
what analogous to liis fondness for haimony of verse, 
on wliich he laid more stress than poets so thoughtful 
are a])t to do. In one of the last days of his life, he 
lingered long among the fine Venetian pictures of the 
Imperial Oalleiy at Vienna. 

He returned to England in June, 1828 ; ai^d in the 
following October went down to reside at Cambridge ; 
having been entered on the boards of Trinity College 
before his departure to the Continent. He was the 
pupil of the Rev. Wm. Whewell. In some respects, 
as soon became manifest, he was not formed to obtain 
great academical reputation. An acquaintance with 
the learned languages, considerable at the school 
where he was educated, but not improved, to say the 
least, by the intermission of a year, duiing which his 
mind had been so occupied by other pursuits, that he 
had thought little of antiquity even in Rome itself, 
though abundantly sufficient for the gratification of 
taste and the acquisition of knor'sdge, was sure to 
prove inadequate to the searching scrutiny of modem 
examinations. He soon, therefore, saw reason to re- 
nounce all competition of this kind; nor did he ever 

so much as attempt any Greek or Latin composition 

h2 
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durinf^ his stay at Cambridf^e. In truth, he was very 
indifferent to success of this kind ; and conscious, as 
he must have been, of a high reputation among his 
contemporaries, he could not think that he stood 
in need of any University distinctions. The Editor 
became, by degrees, almost equally indifferent to what 
he perceived to bo so uncongenial to Arthur’s mind. 
It was, however, to be regretted, that he never paid 
the least attention to mathenitatical studies. That he 
should not prosecute them with the diligence usual at 
Cambridge, was of course to be expected; yet his 
clearness and acumen would certainly have enabled 
him to master the principles of geometrical reasoning; 
nor, in fact, did he so much find a difficulty in appre- 
hending demonstrations, as a want of interest, and a 
consequent inability to retain them in his memoiy. A 
little more practice in the strict logic of geometry, a 
little more familiarity with the physical laws of the 
universe, and the phenomena to which they relate, 
would possibly have repressed the tendency to vague 
and mystical speculation which he was too fond of 
indulging. In the philosophy of the human mind, he 
was in no danger of the materialising theories of some 
ancient and modem schools ; but in shunning this 
extreme, he might sometimes forget that, in the 
honest pursuit of tmth, we can shut our eyes to no 
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real phenomena, and that the physiology of man 
must always enter into any valid scheme of his 
psychology. 

The comparative inferiority which he might show 
in the usual trials of Imowledge, sprung in a great 
measure from the want of a ])rompt and accurate 
memory. It was the faculty wherein he shone the 
least, according to ordinaiy observation ; thofigh his 
veiy extensive reacih of literature, sind his rapidity 
in acquiring languages, sufficed to prove that it was 
capable of being largely exercised. He could remem- 
ber anytliing, as a friend obseiwed to tlie Editor, 
that was associated with an idea. But he seemed, 
at least after lie reached manhood, to want almost 
wholly the power, so common with inferior under- 
standings, of retaining with regularity and exactness, 
a nmnber of unimixirtant uninteresting particulars. 
It would have been nearly impossible to make him 
recollect for three days, the date of the battle of 
Marathon, or the names in order of the Athenian 
months. Nor could he repeat poetry, much as he 
loved it, with the correctness often found in young 
men. It is not improbable that a more steady dis- 
cipline in early life would have strengthened this 
faculty, or that he might have supplied this de- 
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ficiency by some technical devices ; but where the 
higher powers of intellect were so extraordinarily 
manifested, it would liavc been preposterous to com- 
plain of what may perhaps liave been a necessar}' 
consequence of their amplitude, or at least a natural 
result of their exercise. 

But another reason may be given for his dcficicnox 
in those unremitting labom*s which the course of 
academical education, in the present times, is sup- 
posed to exact from those who asjrire to its distinc- 
tions. In tlie first year of his residence at Cambridge, 
symptoms of disordered health, especially in the cir- 
culatory system, began to show themselves ; and it is 
by no means improbable, that these were indications 
of a tendency to derangement of the vital functions, 
which became ultimately fatal, A too rapid determi- 
nation of blood towards the brain, with its concomi- 
tant uneasy sensations, rendered him frequently inca- 
pable of mental fatigue. He had indeed once before, 
at Florence, been affected by symptoms not unlike 
these. His intensity of reflection and feeling also 
brought on occasionally a considerable depression of 
spirits, which had been painftilly observed at times 
by those who watched him most from the time of 
his leaving Eton, and even before. It was not till 
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after several months that he refrained a less morbid 
condition of mind and body. The same irregularity 
of circulation returned again in the next spring, 
but was of less duration. During the third year 
of his Cambridge life, he appeared in much better 
health. 

In this year (1831) he obtained the first College 
^^rize for an English declamation. The subject chosen 
by him was the conduct of the Independent party 
during the Civil War. This exercise was greatly 
admired at the time, but was never printed. In con- 
sequence of this success, it became incumbent on him, 
according to the.custom of the College, to deliver an 
Oration in the Chapel immediately before the Cliristmas 
vacation of the same year. On this occasion, he 
selected a subject veiy congenial i/O his own turn of 
thought and favourite study, — ^the Influence of Italian 
upon English Literature. He had previously gained 
another prize for an English essay on the philosophical 
writings of Cicero. This Essay is, perhaps, too ex- 
cursive from the prescribed subject ; but his mind was 
so deeply imbued with the higher philosophy, especially 
that of Plato, with which he was very conversant, that 
he could not be expected to dwell much on the praises 
of Cicero in that respect. 
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Though the bent of Arthur’s mind by no means 
inclined him to strict research into facts, he was full 
as much conversant with the great features of ancient 
and modem History, as from the course of his other 
studies and the habits of his life, it was possible to 
expect. He reckoned them, as great minds always 
do, the ground-works of moral and political philosophy, 
and took no pains to acquire any knowledge of this 
sort, from which a principle could not be derived or 
illustrated. To some parts of English history, and to 
that of the French Revolution, he had paid considerable 
attention. He had not read nearly so much of tlie 
Greek and Latin Historians, as of the Philosophers 
and Poets. In the history of litcraiy, and especially 
of philosophical and religious opinions, he was deeply 
versed, as much so as ,it is possible to ai)]^ly lhat term 
at his age. The following pages exhibit proofs of 
an acquaintance, not crade or superficial, with that 
important branch of Literature. 

|(is political judgments were invariably prompted 
by his strong sense of right and justice. These, in so 
young a person, were naturally rather fluctuating, and 
subject to the correction of advancing knowledge and 
experience. Ardent in the cause of those lie deemed 
to be oppressed, of which, in one instance, he was led 
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to give a proof with more of energy and enthusiasm 
than discretion, he was deei)ly attached to the ancient 
institutions of his country. 

He spoke French readily, though with less elegance 
than Italian, till from disuse he lost much of his fluency 
in the latter. In his last fatal tour in Gemiany, he 
was rapidly acquiring a readiness in the language of 
that country. The whole range of French literature 
was almost as familiar to liiin as that of England. 

The society in which Arthur lived most intimately, 
at Eton and at the University, was fonned of young 
men, eminent for natural ability and for delight in, 
what he sought above all things, the knowledge of 
truth, and the perception of beauty. They who loved 
and admired him living, and who now revere his sacred 
memory, as of one to wdiom, in the fondness of regret, 
they admit of no rival, know best wliat he was in the 
daily commerce of Life ; and his eulogy sliould, on 
every account, better come from hearts, which 
partial, have been rendered so by the experience of 
friendship, not by the affection of nature. One of his 
most valued friends has kindly made a communication 
to the Editor, which he cannot but insert in this 
place. 
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March 11, 1834. 

“My dear Sir, 

“ I have delayed TOting longer than I thought 
to have done ; but dwelling upon the pleasant hours 
of my intercourse with Arthur, has brought with it a 
sense of changes and losses, which has, I think, taken 
away all my spirits. At best, I cannot pretend to give 
you anything like an adequiite account of his habits 
and studies, even during the few years of our friendship. 
My own mind lagged so far behind his, that I can be 
no fit judge of his career ; besides, the studies which 
were then my business lay in a difierent direction ; 
and we were seldom together, except in the ordinary 
hours of relaxtion, or when a truant disposition 
stretched them later into the evening. I can scarcely 
hope to describe to you the feelings with which I 
regarded him, much less the daily beauty of his life 
out of which they grew. Numberless scenes, indeed, 
grave and gay, come back upon me, which mark him 
to me as the most accomplished persoA I have known 
or shall know. But the displays of his gifts and 
graces were not for show ; they sprang naturally out 
of the passing occasion, and being separated from it, 
would lose their life and meaning. And, perhaps, 
the very brightness and gaiety of those hours, would 
contrast too harshly with the shadow which has passed 
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over them. Outwardly, I do not know that there was 
anything remarkable in his habits, except an iiTcgu- 
larity with regard to times and places of study, which 
may seem surprising in one whose progress in every 
direction was so eminently great and rapid. He was 
commonly to be found in some friend’s room, reading 
or conversing ; a habit which he himself felt to bo a 
fault and a loss ; and he had occasional fits of refor- 
mation, when he adhered to hours and plans of reading, 
with a perseverance which left no doubt of his power 
to become a strict economiser of time. I dare say he 
lost something by this irregularity ; but less, perhaps, 
than one would at first imagine. I never saw him idle. 
He might seem to be lounging or only amusing him- 
self ; but his mind, as far as I could judge, was always 
active, and active for good. In fact, his energy and 
quickness of apprehension did not stand in need of 
outward aids. He could read or discuss metaphysics 
as he lay on the sofa after dinner, surrounded by a noisy 
party, with as much care and acuteness as if he had 
been alone ; and that on such subjects he could never 
have contented himself with idle or slovenly thinking, 
the writings he has left sufliciently prove. In other 
respects, his habits were like those of his companions. 
He was fond of society ; the society (at least) which 
he could command at Cambridge. He moved chiefly 
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in a set of men of literaiy habits, remarkable for free 
and friendly intercourse, whose characters, talents, and 
opinions, of every complexion, were brought into 
continual collision, all licence of discussion permitted, 
and no oifence taken. And he was looked up to by 
all as the life and grace of the party. His studies 
agfiiii (though, as I said, I am not the person best 
qualified to speak of them), were, upon the whole, 
desultory. lie pursued all with vigour and effect; 
but I think none (Avliilc he was among us, at least,) 
systematically. His chief pleasure and strength lay 
certainly in metaphysical analysis. He would read 
any metaphysical book, under any circumsi/ances, with 
avidity; and I never knew him decline a metaphysical 
discussion. He would alwfiys pursue the argument 
eagerly to the end, and follow his antagonist into tlie 
most difficult places. But, indeed, nothing in the shape 
of literature or philosophy came amiss to him ; there 
was no kind of intellectual power which did not seem 
native to him ; no kind of discussion in which he could 
not take an active and brilliant part. If he had not 
as yet made the veiy most of his i)owers in any one 
path, that loss would have been amply made up in the 
end by the fuller and more complete development of 
the whole mind. In the end, he would have found out 
his vocation; his other powers would have subsided into 
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their natural subordination, and his ran^e of thou^lit 
in the chosen path would have been proportionably 
enlarged. As it is,, the compositions which ho has 
left (marvellous as they are), are inadequate evidences 
of his actual power, except to those wlio had watched 
the workings of his mind, and seen that his mighty 
spirit (beautiful and jwwcrfiil as it liad already grown), 
yet bore all the marks of youth, and growth, and 
ripening promise, llis powers had not yet arf^nged 
themselves into the harmony for Avhich they were 
designed. He sometimes allowed one to inteifere 
with the due exercise of another. Thus, his genius for 
metapliysical analysis sometimes interfered with his 
genius for poetry; and his natural skill in the dazzling 
Icnec of rhetoric was in danger of misleading and 
bewildering him in his higher vocation of philosopher. 
Moreover, he was not, it ai)pcared to me, a patient 
thinker. He read, thought, and composed with great 
rapidity ; sometimes, as ] used to tell him, with more 
haste than speed, — so that he did not always do full 
justice either to his author, or liimsell^ or his reader. 
In anticipating his author’s meaning too hastily, he 
sometimes misconceived. Ilis own theories he was 
constantly changing and modifying ; and lie generally 
demanded fi*om his reader, or hearer, a comprehension 
as quick and subtle as liis own. Perhaps I am s]^)eaking 
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if]piorantly ; — tliis was aii old subject of dispute between 
him and myself. But, if I am ri^'lit, it seems due to 
his memory that it should be knowm how far what he 
had done falls short of what a few years hence he would 
have done, — how far liis vast and various powers yet 
were from havings attained their full stature and mature 
proportions. The distinctions whicli the University 
holds out, he set little value on ; or there is no doubt 
he mi^ht have distinguished himself without difficulty 
in either line. But in mathematics, for which he was 
in some respects singnhirly qualified, ho declined the 
drudgery of the apprenticeship; and, aS a scholar, he 
was content to feel and enjoy (which no man did with 
a finer relisli) the classical writings, without affecting 
accurate or curious learning. Foi* myself, I differed 
from him on many points, both of politics, literature, 
and j)hilosopliy ; but our disputes never for a moment 
blinded me to the excellence of his gifts, and the 
weight of his opinion, and the light which his conver- 
sation threw on every subject, wdierc we differed or 
where we agreed. I liavc met with no man his superior 
in metaphysical subtlety ; no man his equal as a philo- 
sophical critic on works of taste ; no man whose views 
on all subjects connected with the duties and digni- 
ties of humanity were more large, more generous, and 
enlightened. I have thus jfrankly given you my opinion 
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of his intellectual powers ; not hecausc I can attac;h any 
value to it, nor, I think, vrould lie have done so, but 
because it may be interesting to you to know the esti- 
mation he was held in by his companions, and the effect 
which his society i)roduced upon their minds. Of his 
character as a friend and companion, I can speak with 
more confidence. While we were together, it left me 
nothing to desire ; now that we are parted, tlfti’e are 
but two things which I could wish had been otherwise, 
— ^that I had known him sooner, and that I had been 
a more careful steward of the treasure while it lasted. 
But how could I have guessed how soon it was to be 
witlidrawn? For the rest, I look back upon those 
days with unmixed comfort; not a word ever passed 
between us that I need now wish unsaid. Perhaps I 
ought to mention that when I first khew him, he was 
subject to occasional fits of mental depression, w’hich 
gradually grew fewer and fainter, and had at length, I 
thought, disappeared, or merged in a peaceful Christian 
faith. I have witnessed the same in other ardent and 
adventurous minds, and have always looked upon them 
as the symptom, indeed, of an imperfect moral state, but 
one to which the finest spirits, during the process of 
they purification, arc most subject. I seldom saw him 
under these influences, and never talked with him on the 
subject. With me he was all summer, always cheerfiil, 
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always kind, pleasant in all his moods, brilliantdn all 
comi)anics, — ‘a pard-like spirit, beautiful and swift.’ 
No man tempered wit and wisdom so gracefully ; no 
man was so perfectly made, to be admired for his 
excellent accomplishments ; to be revered for his true 
heart and chivalrous principle ; to be delighted in for 
the s'*^'^^^tness, and gaiety, and graciousness of his life 
and c^ffiversatioii ; to be loved for all his qualities. 
When I think on these things, and look back oh what 
I have AVi’ittcn, I am ashamed to think how little I 
have been able to say of such a man, that is calculated 
to give even a faint notion of how ho lived and what 
he was. But, perhaps, I shall not mend the matter by 
saying more. But do not think that the feelmgs which 
I have endeavoured to exj^ess are exaggerated for the 
occasion. Froifl the time that 1 became his familiar 
friend till the day of his death, 1 never regarded him 
^vith any other feelings. Though we lived .on the 
freest and most careless terais, using daily all licence 
of raillcr}" and criticism, he never caused in me a 
momentary feeling of displeasure, or annoy%.nce, or 
even im})aticnce ; and, if I had dra\vn up an estimate 
of his character in our day of careless hope, \vhcn I 
little dreamed how soon his name might becoqje a 
sacred one, I should have spoken of him in substance, 
even as I speak of him now.” 
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The Editor is desirous to subjoin part of a letter from 
another of Arthur’s earliest and most intimate friends, 
which displays much of his tastes in literature and 
poetry, as the last does of his philosophical pursuits : — 

April 12, 1834. 

“ I have known many young men both at Oxford 
and elsewhere, of whose abilities 1 think highly, but 
I never met with one whom I considered worthy 
of being put into comjwstitiou with Arthur for a 
moment: * * * * and myself have often talked 
together on this point, and we have invariably agreed 
that it was of him above all his contemporaries that 
great and lofty expectations were to be formed. I am 
the more anxious to express my strong conviction of 
his superiority, because it seems to me that if he is 
judged by the works which he has left behind him, the 
estimate formed of his powers, however high, will yet 
be completely inadequate. His poetical genius, to 
w hich I principally allude, as being the one among his 
many eminent gifts of which I cam speak with the 
greatest confidence, was of too stately and severe a 
kind to be so soon matured. Intrinsically excellent 
as are many of ' his compositions, displaying, as eveiy- 
thing which he has written abundantly does, the signs 
of intellectual power, there was yet wanting time and 
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practice and meditation to clear away the occasional 
obscurities and hardnesses of his style, before it would 
have represented the intensity of his feelings and the 
loftiness of his conceptions with adequate harmony 
and truth. Had he been spared ‘to fill/ as he himself 
beautifully expresses it, 

* with worthy thought and deed 
The measure of his high desire ; * 

had he chosen — ^which, however, from the tenor of 
his conversation latterly, I do not believe he would 
have done — ^to concentrate his genius upon poetry, 
any one who will examine candidly what he has left 
may easily perceive that the very highest rank among 
the Poets of thought and philosophy would have been 
at his command. As a critic there was no one upon 
whose taste and judgment I had so great a reliance. 
I never was sure that I thoroughly understood or 
appreciated any poem till I had discussed it with him. 
As was natural, the philosophical tendency of his own 
mind led him usually to prefer the poetiy of thought to 
that of action ; and in accordance with this preference, 
Wordsworth among contemporary writers was, upon 
the whole, his favourite ; the splendour of Shelley’s 
imagery, and the various melody of his versification, 
captivated him for a time, but I think that Words- 
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worth, whose depth and calmness was more congenial 
to the temper of his own mind than the turbulent 
brilliancy of Shelley, gradually regained his former 
ascendancy. He also admired much of Keats, espe- 
cially an Ode to Autumn, and one to the Nightingale ; 
and entertained, as is, of course, well knoAvn to you, 
the highest opinion of his friend Alfred Tennyson as 
a rising poet. But though he admired these whom I 
have mentioned, and many others, Dante and Sliak- 
speare were certainly the two whom he regarded as the 
highest and noblest of their class. I have often heard 
him complain that the former was not properly appre- 
ciated even by his admirers, who dwell only on his 
gloomy power and sublimity, without adverting to the 
peculiar sweetness and tenderness which characterise, 
as he thought, so much of Ids poetry. Besides Shak- 
speare, some of the old English dramatists were among 
his favourite authors. He has spoken to me with 
enthusiasm of scenes in Webster and Heywood, and 
he delighted in Fletcher* Massinger, I tldnk, did not 
please him so mtich ; I recollect his being surprised at 
my preferring that dramatist to Fletcher. He used 
to dwell particularly upon the grace of style and 
harmony of versification for which the latter is remark- 
able. Indeed, he was at all times peculiarly sensible 

of this merit, and was perhaps somewhat intolerant 

c2 
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of the opposite fault, considering metrical harshness 

to indicate a defect rather in the soul than the ear 

of the poet. Of Milton he always spoke with due 

reverence ; but I do not believe that he recurred to 

him with so much delight or rated him quite so high 

as his favourite Dante. Among the classical writers 

-®schylus and Sophocles, particularly the former, were 

those -whom he used to mention most frequently. I 

do not <at present recollect whether we ever conversed 

together about Homer ; it is probable that we may 

have done so, but I cannot recall any of his opinions 

• 

upon that subject. The short poems and fragments 
of Sappho interested him greatly ; and I have heard 
him repeat frequently and dwell with deep feeling 
upon those beautiful and mournful lines of Bion, which 
begin at at rat fwXaxat. I do not think that either 
Euripides or Pindar were favourites in general, though 
he possessed too discriminating a taste, and too sincere 
an appreciation of what is beautiful wherever it existed, 
not to acknowledge and feel their many excellencies. 
Of the Latin poets my impression is that he did not 
value any very highly, with the exception of Lucretius, 
and perhaps Catullus. Much of Virgil he undoubtedly 
admired, but I do not think that hjs own taste would 
have led him to place that poet in the prominent rank 
to which he has been elevated by general opinion. 
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‘‘ I have thus, my dear Mr. H , endeavoured to 

comply with your request ; I have endeavoured to 
place before you, as shortly and as clearly as I call, 
what I believe to have been the opinions entertained 
by the dearest and most yalued of all my early Mends 
upon that branch of literature which usually foniied 
the subject of our conversations. I am ashamed of 
the slovenliness and insufficiency of the sketch which I 
venture to send to you, but it is all that I can furnish. 
Happily, however, for his fame — happily for your own 
feelings of proud though melancholy affection — his 
reputation is not left to depend upon the scanty 
reminiscenebs of one or two youthful Mends : the 
memorials which he has bequeathed to us of his mental 
powers, together with the unanimous consent of all 
who had an opportunity of knowing and appreciating 
him as he deserved, are amply sufficient to secure to 
him that to which he is entitled — the sincere and last- 
ing regret of all good men that such a mind should 
have been removed from among us at a time when 
the light of his matured genius, and the excellence of 
his moral nature, might have exercised so great and 
so beneficial an influence upon the happiness of 
mankind.” 


Arthur left Cambridge on taking his degree in 
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Januaiy, 1832. He resided from that time with the 
Editor in London, having been entered on the boards 
oT the Inner Temple. It was greatly the desire of the 
Editor that he should engage himself in the study of 
the law ; not merely with professional views, but as a 
useful discipline for a mind too much occupied with 
habits of thought, which, ennobling and important as 
they were, could not but separate him from the every- 
day business of life, and might, by their excess, in his 
susceptible temperament, be productive of considerable 
mischief. He had during the previous long vacation 
read with the Editor the Institutes of Justinian, and 
the two works of Hcincccius which illustrate them ; 
and he now went tlirougli Blackstone’s Commentaries, 
with as much of other law books as, in the Editor’s 
judgment, was required for a similar purpose. It was 
satisfactory at that time to perceive that, far from 
sho^ving any of that distaste to legal studies which 
might have been anticipated from some parts of his 
intellectual character, he entered upon them not only 
with great acuteness but considerable interest. In the 
month of October, 1832, he began to see the practical 
application of legal knowledge in the office of an 
eminent conveyancer, Mr. Walters, of Lincoln’s Inn 
Fields, Avith whom he continued till his departure 
from England in the following summer. 
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It was not, however, to be expected, or even desired, 
by any who knew how to value him, that he should at 
once abandon those habits of study which had ferti- 
lised and invigorated his mind. But he now, from 
some change or other in his course of thinking, ceased 
in a great measure to write poetry, and expressed to 
more than one friend an intention to give it up. The 
instances after his leaving.Cambridge were few. The 
dramatic scene between Raffaelle and Fiammetta, 
which occurs in p. 80, was Avritten in 18*32 ; mi 
about the same time he had a design to translate the 
Vita Nuova of Ids favouiite Dante, a Avork which he 
justly prized as the development of that immense 
genius in a kind of autobiography which best prepares 
us for a real insight into the Divine Comedy. He 
rendered accordingly into verse most of the sonnets 
which the Vita Nuova contains ; but the Editor does 
not believe that he made any progress in the prose 
translation. These sonnets appearing rather too literal, 
and consequently harsh, it has not been thought worth 
while to print. 

In the summer of 1832 the appearance of Professor 
Rossetti’s “ Disquisizioni sullo Spirito Antipapale,” 
in which the writings of Arthur’s beloved masters, 
Daote and Petrarch, as well as most of the mediseval 
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literature of Italy, were treated as a series of enigmas, 
to be understood only by a key that discloses a latent 
carbonarism — a secret conspiracy against the religion 
of their age — excited him to publish his own remarks 
in reply. It seemed to him the worst of poetical 
heresies to desert the Absolute, the Universal, the 
Eternal, the Beautiful and True, which the Platonic 
spirit of his literary creed taught him to seek in all the 
higher works of genius, in quest of some temporary 
historical allusion which could be of no interest with 
posterity. Nothing, however, could -be more alien 
from his courteous disposition than to abuse the licence 
of controversy, or to treat with intentional disrespect 
a very ingenious person, who had been led on too far 
in pursuing a course of interpretation which, within 
certain much narrower limits, it is impossible for any 
one conversant with liistory not to admit. 

A very few other anonymous writings occupied his 
leisure about this time. Among these were slight 
memoirs df Petrarch, Voltaire, and Burke, for the 
“ Galleiy of Portraits,” published by the Society for 
the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge. His time was, 
however, principally devoted, when not engaged at his 
office, to metaphysical researches and to the histoiy of 
philosophical opinions. 
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.ilProm the latter part of his residence at Cambridge, 
a .^adual but very perceptible improvement in the 
cheerfulness of his spirits gladdened his family and 
his friends ; intervals there doubtless were, when the 
continual seriousness of his habits of thought, or the 
force of circumstances, threw something more of gravity 
into his demeanour ; but, in general, he was animated 
and even gay ; renewing or preserving his intercourse 
with some of those he had most valued at Eton and 
Cambridge. The symptoms of deranged circulation 
which had manifested themselves before, ceased to 
appear, or, at least, so as to excite his own attention; 
and though it struck those who were most anxious in 
watching him, that liis power of enduring fatigue was 
not quite so great as from his frame of body and 
apparent robustness might have been anticipated, 
nothing gave the least indication of danger, either to 
their eyes, or to those of the medical practitioners who 
were in the habit of observing him. An attack of 
intermitting fever during the prevalent influenza of 
the spring of 1833, may, perhaps, have disposed his 
constitution to the last fatal blow. The Editor cannot 
dwell on anything later. 


Arthur accompanied him into Germany in the 
beginning of August. In returning to Vienna from 
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Pesth, a wet day probably gave rise to an intermittent 
fever, with very slight symptoms, and apparently 
subsiding, when a sudden rush of blood to the head 
put an instantaneous end to his life, on the 15th 
of September, 1833. The mystcriousness of such a 
dreadful termination to a disorder generally of so little 
importance, and, in this instance, of the slightest kind, 
has been diminished by an examination which showed 
a weakness of the cerebral vessels, imd a want of 
sufficient energy in the heart. Those whose eyes 
must long be dim with tears, and whose hopes on 
this side the tomb arc broken down for ever, may 
cling, as well as they can, to the poor consolation of 
believing, that a few more years would, in the usual 
chances of humanity, have severed the frail union of 
his graceful and manly form, with the pure spirit that 
it enshrined. 

The remains of Arthur were brought to England, 
and interred on the 3rd of January, 1834, in the 
Chancel of Clcvedon Church, in Somersetshire, be- 
longing to his maternal grandfather, Sji’ Abraham 
Elton ; a place selected by the Editor, not only from 
the connexion of kindred, but on account of its still 
and sequestered situation, on a lone hill that over- 
hangs the Bristol Channel. 
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More ought, perhaps, to be said ; but it is very 
difficult to proceed. From the earliest years of this 
extraordinary young man, his premature abilities were 
not more conspicuous than an almost faultless dis- 
position, sustained by a more calm self-command than 
has often been witnessed in that season of life. The 
sweetness of temper that distinguished his childhood, 
became, with the advance of manhood, an habitual 
benevolence, and ultimately ripened into that exalted 
principle of love towards God and man, which animated 
and almost absorbed his soul during the latter period 
of his life, and to wliicjh most of the following compo- 
sitions bear such emphatic testimony. He seemed to 
tread the earth as a spirit from some better world ; 
and in bowing to the mysterious mil which has in 
mercy removed him, perfected by so short a trial, and 
passing over the bridge which separates the seen from 
the unseen life in a moment, and, as we believe, with- 
out a moment’s pang, we must feel not only the be- 
reavement of those to whom he was dear, but the loss 
which mankind have sustained by the withdrawing of 
suefi a light. But these sentiments are more beau- 
tifully exjjressed in a letter which the Editor has 
received from one of Arthur’s earliest and most dis- 
tinguished friends, himself just entering upon a career 
of public life, which, if in these times there is any field 
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open for high principle and the eloquence of wisdom 
and virtue, will be as brilliant as it must, on every 
condition, be honourable : 


*>• 1 » * t 

ytvoi ap evTvx^CTTtpos 
ra d* ttXX* opoiost 

. ' . . . “ Tt was my happiness to live at Eton in 
habits. of close intimacy with him ; and the sentiments 
of affection which that intimacy produced, were of a 
kind never to be effaced. Painfully mindful as I am 
of th^ privileges which I then so largely enjoyed, of 
the elevating effects derived from intercourse with a 
spirit such as his, of the rapid and continued expan- 
sion of all his powers, of his rare and, so far as I have 
seen, unparalleled endowments, and of his deep enthu- 
siastic affections both religious and human, I have 
taken upon me thus to render my feeble testimony to 
a memory, which will ever be dear to my heart. From 
his and my friend, D., I have learned the terrible sud- 
denness of his removal, and see with wonder how it 
has pleased God, that in his death as well as ill his 
life and nature, he should be marked beyond ordinary 
men. When much time has elapsed, and when most 
bereavements would be forgotten, he will still be 
remembered, and his place I fear will be felt to be 
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still vacant, singularly as his mind was calculated by 
its native tendencies to work powerfully and for good 
in an age full of import to the nature and destinies 
of man.” 

A considerable portion of the poetry contained in 
this volume was printed in the year 1830, and was 
intended by the author to be published together with 
the poems«of his intimate friend, Mr. Alfred Tennyson. 
They were, however, withheld from publication at the 
request of the Editor. The poem of Timbuctoo was 
written for the University Prize in 1829, whicMt did 
not obtain. Notwithstanding its too great ODscunty, 
the subject itself being hardly indicated, and the 
extremely hyperbolical importance which the author’s 
brilliant fancy his attached to a nest of barbarians, 
no one can avoid admiring the grandeur of his con- 
ceptions, and the deep philosophy upon which he has 
built the scheme of his poem. This is, however, by 
no means the most pleasing of his compositions. 
It is in the profound reflection, the melancholy ten- 
derness, and the religious sanctity of other effusions, 
that a lasting charm will be found. A common-place 
subject, such as those announced for academical 
prizes generally are, was incapable of exciting a mind, 
which, beyond almost every other, went straight to the 
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farthest depths that the humaa intellect can fi^thom, 
or from which human feelings can be drawn. Many 
short poems of equal beauty with those here printed, 
have been deemed unfit even for the limited circula- 
tion they might obtain on account of their unveiling 
more of emotion than, consistently with what is due 
to him and to others, could be exposed to view. 

1834. 
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nENEY FITZMAUEICE HALLAM. 

— ♦— 

But few montlis have elapsed since the pages of 
“ In Memoriam ” recalled to the minds of ma%^, and 
impressed on the hearts of all who perused them, the 
melancholy circumstances attending the sudden and 
early death of Arthur Henry Hallam, the eldest son 
of Henry Hallam, Esq, Not many weeks ago the 
public journals contained a short paragraph announcing 
the decease, under circumstances equally distressing, 
and in some points remarkably similar, of Henry 
Pitzmaurice, Mr. Hallam’s younger and only remaining 
son. No one of the very many who appreciate the 
sterling value of Mr. Hallam’s literary labours, and 
who feel a consequent interest in the character of 
those who would have sustained the eminence of an 
honourable name; no one who was affected by the 
striking and tragic fatality of two such successive 
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bereavementB, will deem an apology needed for this 
short and imperfect Memoir. 

Henry Fitzmanrice Hallam, the younger son of 
Hemy Hallam, Esq., was bom on the 31st of August, 
1824; he took his second name from his godfather, 
the Marquis of Lansdowne. His health was some- 
what deli(;ate from infancy, and he displayed no great 
inclination for the ordinary games and pleasures of 
hoyhmd, A habit of reserve, which characterised 
him at all periods of life, but which was compen- 
sated in the eyes of even his first companions by 
a singular sweetness of temper, was produced and 
fostered by the serious thoughtfulness ensuing upon 
early familiarity with domestic son‘ow. Even in its 
immaturity, his mind exhibited the genns of rare 
qualities. His great facility in learning, his quick 
appreciation of principles, and his tenacious memoiy, 
were remarked and encouraged by his earliest in- 
structors; and on his entering Eton, in 1836, both 
his masters, and those of his schoolfellows who saw 
much of him, were struck with the general forwardness 
of his intellect, as well as the breadth and solidity 
with which the foundations of his education had been 
laid. His literary taste and information were uni- 
formly recognised by his contemporaries as greatly in 
advance of their own. At the age when most boys 
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are reading Scott or B3Ton, he studied Bacon and 
delighted in WordsM^orth and Dante. Of school 
honours he was remarkably unambitious : a native 
serenity of temperament, and a love of literature for 
its own sake, which he very early manifested, may 
have made him indifferent to them; but at the age of 
fifteen he entered the Examination for the Newcastle 
scholarship, and obtained the medal or second prize, 
his performances indicating an extraordinary rij)eness 
of tliought in the judgment of the examiners. Lord 
Lyttelton and Mr. Gladstone. In all probability he 
would have won the scholarship in the following year; 
but from weak health and other causes he never com- 
peted for it again. 

Apart from his appearances at the debating club, 
where his speeches were already noted for ease and 
clearness, he was not consj)icuous in what may be 
called the public life of Eton. Although generally 
respected, it was only by a few intimate friends, that 
he was appreciated or understood. The impressions 
of his boyish character retained by these more familiar 
companions bear a signal resemblance to a large part 
of those which the associates of his later life received 
from intimaey of another kind. “He was gentle,” 
writes one of his earliest and closest school-friends, 
“•retiring, thoughtful to pensiveness, affectionate, 
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without envy or jealousy, almost without emulation, 
impressible, but not wanting in moral firmness. No 
one was ever more formed for friendship. In all his 
words and acts he w^as siiiiplc, straightforward, true. 
He was veiy religious. Religion had a real effect 
upon his character, and made him tranquil about great 
things, though he was so nervous about little things.” 

He left Eton at the close of 1841, and in October, 
1842, ^at the age of eighteen, he commenced his resi- 
dence, as an undergraduate, at Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge, on the “ side ” of which iiie Rev. J. Heath and 
the Rev. W. H, Thompson were then the tutors. 
Prom the sketch of his boyhood given above, it will 
be di^dned that his earnest and energetic mind, which 
had always treated the actual schoolwork of Eton as 
slight exercise, while gratifying its intellectual cravings 
from other sources, would find but little inducement 
to spend its wdiole vigour in aeadcmical studies or in 
the pursuit of academical distinctions. It might 
almost be said, that he was inclined to undervalue 
both the one and the other : certainly he was indis- 
posed to make any extraordinary efforts for university 
honours ; and he was, at that time, too cngrossingly 
occupied with subjects of more congenial interest, 
to appreciate altogether the worth of a scholarlike 
training. With all his remarkable clearness of 
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perception, rapid classification of ideas, and excellent 
memor}’^, it was not till a later period tliat he began 
practically to value delicate accuracy of detail as the 
groundwork of accurate induction. Neither at school 
nor at college did he ever spend upon liis classical 
com])ositions, either in prose or verse, the time or 
labour re(piisite tiO make tlieni sevei'ely correct, 
elegant, or strong : in metrical refinements especially 
he fell below the established standard of Etonians ; 
though, at the same time, he translated into English 
most difficult historical ^or philosophical passages 
with great terseness and felicity of ex})ression. He 
did not once compete for the annual university 
l)rizes ; but in all the examinations which he under- 
went in the due course of his academical career, his 
natural ability and general attainments secured him 
a high position. In the Trinity examinations of J une, 
1843, he was among the very first of his year ; at 
Easter, 1844, he obtained with ease, a Trinity 
scholarship on the first trial : in his third year he 
gained the first prize for an English declamation, 
having selected as his thesis “ the Influence of 
Religion on the various forms of Art ; ” and the 
oration which, as prizeman, he consequently delivered 
in the college hall, though occasionally vague and 

mystical in phraseology, contained abundant proofs 

d2 
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both of the energy and the extent of his mental grasp. 
He took his degree in Janntny, 1840 ; was among the 
Senior Optimes in the Mjithematical Tripos; and 
second Chancellor’s Medallist. He distinguished him- 
self (especially for the clearness of his metaphysical 
papers) in the fellowship examination of his college 
in the ensuing October ; and would, no doubt, have 
succeeded, without difficulty, in a second ati^empt. 
For vauious reasons, however, he never re-entered. the 
lists — ^t.o the regret, not only of his contemporaries, 
but of many among the actiial fellows, who had hoped 
to see a name of so much promise associated Avith their 
oAvn. He finally quitted Cambridge at Christmas, 
184G, to reside in London, and commence the study 
of the law. 

During all this time his mind never lay fallow. In 
the first year of his college-life he became the virtual 
founder of the “Historical” debating club, established 
to encourage a more philosophical habit in style, 
argument, and choice of subjects, tlian Avas in vogue 
in the somewhat promiscuous theatre of the Union. 
About the same time he entered a smaller and more 
intimate circle, wliere topics' of the highest and 
deepest speculation were discussed orally and in 
Avriting. To this society he read many valuable 
and suggestive essays, and always took a principal 
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share in its dehates. Fluently and thoughtfully as 
he wrote, the natural and emphatic exponent of his 
ideas was his tongue and not his pen. He spoke 
quietly, earnestly, logically, and convincingly ; and 
though eager at the time to pursue an advantage to 
the utmost, to confound a fallacy, or expose a weak 
argument, he was so possessed with a S|)irit of candour 
and tenderness, as often afterwards to exj)eriencc most 
serious uneasiness at the thought of having ovc^rstated 
the strength of his own positions, or pressed unfairly 
upon those of his adversary. He nu’ely attended the 
discussions of tlie Union ; but in May, 1845, when the 
question of an additional grant to Mayiiooth was 
attracting [)ublic notice, besides drawing u)) a very 
clearly worded and argued petition in favour of the 
measime, he spoke on the subject with so much 
strength, gi^acc, fervour, and eloquence, as entirely to 
enchain the attention and subjugate the s}nnpathies 
of an originally adverse audience, habituated to the 
excitements of far less chastened oratory. One who 
was his friend, but at tlie same time a ver}^ constant 
and skilful opponent of his views in genei*al debate, 
observes, in describing him, that “he was the neatest 
extempore speaker I ever heard ; his unprepared re- 
marks were more precisely and elegantly worded than 
most men’s elaborately written compositions. He had, 
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too, a foresight and power of anticipation uncommon 
in such a youth, which enabled him to leave no salient 
points of attack, and made his arguments very difficult 
to answer. He was always most liberal in liis con- 
cessions to the other side, and never committed the 
fault of claiming too much or proving too much. 
His was not a j)assionate oratory that (;amcd his 
hearers away in a whirlwind, but a winning voice 
that stole away their hearts, the ars celare, arbm^ the 
perfection of persuasiveness.” * 

What he might have proved in the full maturity of 
life and intellect may best be conjectured by the tastes 
and the cast of thought which he developed during his 
final residence in London. The professional education 
he commenced in 1846, exercised, on tlie whole, a very 
beneficial influence upon his mind. The constant 
• contact with the facts and ojicratioTis of cvery-day life, 
into which he was forced by his preparation for the 
bar, concurring, as it did, in time, with his permanent 
restoration to the sphere of his family, had the effect 
of completely correcting an undue preference for 
departments of study remote from popular interest 

* This is tahen from an eulogy written with great discrimina- 
tion, and with the warmth of friendship, which has appeared in 
the New York “Literary World,” from the pen of Charles Astor 
Bristed, Esq., of that city, the contemporary of H. F. Hallam at 
Trinity College. 
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which he had occasionally manifested at Cambridge. 
In certain favourite fields of investigation, his curiosity 
hixd been apt to fasten most tenaciously, though by no 
means exclusively, on the obscure recesses which were 
chiefly remarkable for their discoimection from com- 
mon associations. But, from the time of his leaving 
the University, he devoted his leisure hours almost 
entirely to the sciences which embnice the mechanism 
and growtii of society. The study of English history 
he begfm upon a scale so vast that the friend to whom 
he confided his design found it difficult to believe him 
serious. But within a few months of his death he 
was following out the plan he had formed with a 
patient elaborateness and attention to detail, which 
proved his sincerity, while it indicated an important 
improvement in the method of his intellectual exercises. 
About the same period he applied himself diligently 
to politi(;al economy, and bestowed much time latterly 
on the difficult problems which are furnished by the 
phenomena of currency and exchange. 

It may here be added, that in the several tours 
which he had taken with his family on the Continent, 
as well as by other means, he had acquired! a consider- 
able acquaintance with modem languages and litera- 
ture. He spoke Trench fluently and with^a good 
accent, and could converse in Italian and German. 
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He was called to the bar in Tjinity Term, 1850, 
and became a member of the Midland Cinmit in the 
summer. Immediately afterwards he joined his family 
ill a tour on the Continent. They luid spent the 
early j)art of the autumn at Romo, and were returning 
northwards when he was attacked by a siuldeii and 
severe illness, affecling the vital powers, and accora- 
])aiiied by enfeebled circulation and general prostration 
of strengtli. lie was able, with difficulty, to reach 
Siena, where he sank rapidly through exhaustion, and 
expired on I^’iday, October 25. It is to be hoped 
that he did not experience any great or active suffer- 
ing. He was conscious nearly to tlie last, and met his 
early death (of which his presentiments, for several 
years, liad been frequent and very singular,) with 
calmness and fort-itiidc. There is reason to appre- 
hend, from medical examination, that his life would 
not have been of very long duration, even had tin’s 
unhappy illness not occurred. But for some years 
past his health had been apparently much improved ; 
and secured as it seemed to be by his unintermitted 
temperance and by a carefulness - in regimen which his 
early fecblgness of constitution had rendered habitual, 
those to whom he was nearest and dearest had, in 
great measure, ceased to regard him with anxiety. 
His remains were brought to England, and he was 
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interred, on December 23rd, in Clcvcdon Church, 
Somersetshire, by the side of his brother, his sister, 
and his mother. 

Ilis temper was cheerful and even. Tlie reserve, 
which lias lieen before ascribed to him, belonged to his 
manner rather tlian his mind : it was bred by his 
habits and the circumstances of his life, and betrayed 
nothing like coldness or selfisliness. Among intimate 
friends his conversation Avas critical, tliough narely 
sarcastic ; full of a quiet but penetrating and most 
vi^rious liumom*; revealing an inclination towards 
fanciful and even paradoxical tastes; occasionally 
scintillating with the purest wit. His diction was 
fluent and ready, abounding in felicities of idiom imd 
phrase. In poetiy liis preferences Avere for depth, 
tenderness, and solemnity, rather than for brilliancy 
or passion^ he was, however, exceedingly fond of the 
older English dramatists, frequently reading their 
works aloud, and delighting his hearers by his musical 
voice and graceful deUv'cry. In painting he Avas 
attracted by all beautiful forms, but derived especial 
pleasure from the expression, through Art, of religious 
feeling. He was extremely quick to appreciate excel- 
lence of all kinds ; particularly in accomplishments in 
Avhich, during liis boyhood, he had felt his own de- 
ficiency, — as, lor instance, in atliletic exercises. For 
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continuous and snstained thought he had an extra- 
ordinaiy capacity, the bias of his mind being decidedly 
towards analytical processes; a characteristic which 
was illustrated at Cambridge by his uniform partiality 
for analysis, and comparative distaste for the geo- 
metrical method, in his mathematical studies. His 
early proneness to dwell upon the more recondite 
departments of each science and branch of inquiry 
has been alluded to above. It is not to be inferred 
that, as a consequence of this tendency, he blinded 
himself at any period of his life to the necessity and 
the duty of practical exertion. He was always eager 
to act as well as speculate ; and, in this respect, his 
character preserved an unbroken consistency and har- 
mony, from the epoch when, on commencing his resi- 
dence at Cambridge, he voluntarily became a teacher 
in a parish Sunday school for the sake of ap])lying his 
theories of religious education, to the time when, on 
the point of setting forth on his last fatal journey, 
he framed a plan of obtaining access, in the ensuing 
winter, to a large commercial establishment, in the 
view of familiarising himself with the actual course 
and minute detail of mercantile transactions. 

He was frill of kindness ,to his dependents ; very 
charitable ; generous to profusion where his sympathies 
were strongly engaged. In general society he was 
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markedly courteous, and, thouj^h far from undemon- 
strative, he never gave oifence : one has seldom been 
found, who, with such strong opinions, ruffled so few 
susceptibilities. Insensibly and unconsciously, he had 
made himself a large number of friends and admirers 
in the last tew years of his life. The painful impres- 
sion created by his death in the circle in which he 
habitually moved, and even beyond it, was exceed- 
ingly remarkable both for its depth and its extent. 
For those united with him in a companionship more 
than ordinarily close, his friendship had taken such 
a character as to have almost become a necessity of 
existence. But it was upon his family that he lavished 
all the wealth of his disposition, — affection without 
stint, gentleness never once at fault, considerateness 
reaching to self-sacrifice. 

Such is a faint outline of Henry Fitzmaurice 
Hallam. It is idle to speculate on flic position which 
he might hereafter have taken in public life : for 
very different reasons, it is needless to speak of the 
influence which his memory will continue to exert 
upon all who knew him well. The friends of his Eton 
and Cambridge career wiU number their acquaintance 
with him among their most cherished reminiscences. 
Many among them will feel the imperfections of this 
hasty memoir, the want of happy and characteristic 
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touches in the vain attempt to recal fully the features 
of the dead : — 

“ ni cio si biasmi il debole intellctto 
E’ 1* ])arlar nostro, chc non ba valore 
l)i ritrar tutte cio che dice amore.*’ 


n. s. M. 

F. L. 
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IN BLANK VERSE. 


I. 

My bosom friend, ’tis long since wc have looked 
Upon each other’s face ; and God may will 
It shall be longer, ere we meet again. 

Awhile it seemed most strange unto my heart 
That I should mourn, and thou not nigh to cheer ; 
That I should shrink ’mid perils, and thy spirit 
Far away, far, powerless to brave them with me. 

Now am I used to wear a lonesome heart 
About me ; now the agencies of ill 
Have so oppressed my inward, absolute self, 

That feelings shared, and fully answered, scarce 
Would seem my own. Like a bright, singular dream 
Is parted from me that strong sense of love, 
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Which, as one indivisible glory, lay 
On both our souls, and dwelt in us, so far 
As we did dwell in it. A mighty presence ! 
Almighty, had our wills but been confiimed 
In consciousness of their immortal strength. 
Given by that inconcei\’®ble will eteme 
For a pure biiihright, when the blank of things 
First o^vncd a motive i)ower that was not God. 
But thou — ^tliy brow has ta’cn no brand of grief : 
Thine eyes look cheerful, even as when we stood 
By Amo, talking of the maid wc loved. 

In sooth I cTivy thee ; thou seemest imre : 

But I am seared : He in whom lies tlie world 
Is coiled around the fibres of my heart. 

And with liis serpentine, thought-withering gaze 
Doth fascinate the sovran rational eye. 

There is another world : and some have deemed 
It is a world of music, and of light, 

And human voices, and delightful forms, 

Wliere the material shall no more be cursed 
By dominance of evil, but become 
A beauteous evolution of pure spirit. 

Opposite, but not warring, rather yielding 
New grace, and evidence of liberty. 
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Oh, may we recognise each other there, 

My bosom friend ! May wc cleave to each other 
And love once more together ! Pray for me, 
That such may be the glory of our end. 
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A VALLEY — and a stream of purest white 
Trailing its serpent form within the breast 
Of that embracing dale — rthree sinuous hills 
Imminent in cairn beauty, and trees thereon, 

Orest above crest, uprising to the noon, 

Wliich dallies with their topmost tracery, 

Like an old playmate, whose soft wclcomings 
Have less of ardour, because more of custom. 

It is an English scene : and yet methinks. 

Did not yon cottage dim with azure curls 
Of vapour the bright air, and that neat fence 
Gird in the comfort of its quiet walls, 

Or did not yon gay troop of carollers 
Press on the passing breeze a native rhyme, 

I might have deemed me in a foreign land. 

For, as I gaze, old vision's of delight. 

That died with th’ hour their parent, are reflected 
Prom the mysterious mirror of the mind, 
Mingling their forms with these, which I behold. 
Hay the old feelings in their several states 
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Come up before me, and entwine with these 
Of younger birth in strangest unity. 

And yet who bade them forth ? Who spake to Time, 
That he should strike the fetters ffom his slaves ? 

Or hath he none ? Is the drear prison-house 
To which, ’twould seem, our spiritual acts 
Pass one by one, a phantom— a dim mist 
Enveloping our sphere of agency ? 

A guess, which we do hold for certainty ? 

I do but mock me with these questionings. 

Dark, dark, yea, “ irrecoverably dark,” 

Is the soul’s eye ; yet how it strives and battles 
Thorough th’ impenetrable gloom to fix 
That master light, the secret truth of things. 

Which is the body of the infinite God ! 
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III. 

Deep firmament, which art a voice of God, 

Speak in thy mystic accents, speak yet once : 

For thou hast spoken, and in such clear tone, 

That still the sweetness murmurs through my soul. 
Speak once again : with ardent orisons 
Oft have I worshipped thee, and still I bow, 

With reverence, and a. feeling, like to hope. 

Though something worn in th’ heart, by which we pray. 
Oh, since I last beheld thee in thy pomp 
Right o’er the Siren city of the south, 

Rude grief and harsher sin have dealt on me 
The malice of their terrible impulses ; 

And in a withering dream my soul has lived 
Far from the love that lieth on thy front. 

As native there ; far from the poesies 
Which are the efiBuence of thy holy calm. 

Thou too art changed ; and that perennial light 
Which there a limitless dominion held, 

In fitfhl hieahs doth shoot along yon mist, 

And trembles at its om dissimilar pnreness. 
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Yet is thy bondage beantiful ; the clouds 
Drink beauty from the spirit of thy forms, 

Yea, from the sacred orbits borrow grace, 

To modulate their wayward phantasies. 

But they are trifles : in thyself alone, 

And the suffusion of thy starry liglit 
Firmly abide in their concordant joy, 

Beauty, and music, and primeval love : 

And thence may man loam an imperial truth, 
That duty is the being of tlie soul. 

And in that form alone can freedom move. 

Sucli is yoiu’ mighty language, lights of heaven : 
Oh, thrill me with its plenitude of sound, 

Make me to feel, not talk of* sovranty, 

And harmonise my spirit with my God ! 
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IV. 

I LAY within a little bowered nook, 

With all green leaves, nothing but green around me, 
And through their delicate comminglings flashed 
The broken light of a sunned waterfall — 

Ah, water of such freslmess, that it was 
A marvel and an envy I There I lay. 

And felt the joy of life for many an hour. 

But when the revel of sensations 
Gave place to meditation and discourse, 

I way wardly began to moralise 
That little theatre with its watery scene 
Into quaint semblances of higher things. 

And first methought that twined foliage 
Each leaf from each how different, yet all stamped 
With common hue of green, and similar form. 
Pictured in little the great human world. 

Sure we are leaves of one harmonious bower. 

Fed by a sap, that never will bo scant. 
All-permeating, all-producing mind ; 

And in our several parcellings of doom 
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We but fulfil the beauty of the whole. 

Oh madness ! if a leaf should dare complain 
Of its dark verdure, and aspire to be 
The gayer, brighter thing that wantons near. 
Then as I looked 

On the pure presence of that tumbling stream, 
Pure amid thwarting stones and staining earth. 
Oh Heaven ! methought how hard it were to find 
A human bosom of such stubborn truth. 

Yet tempered so with jdelding courtesy. 

Then something rose within my heart to say — 

“ Maidenly virtue is the beauteous face 
Which this clear glass gives out so prettily ; 
Maidenly virtue bom of privacy, 

Lapt in a still conclusion and reserve ; 

Yet, when the envious winter-time is come 
That kills the flaunting blossoms all arow, 

If that perforce her steps must be abroad. 

Keeps, like that stream, a queenly haviour. 

Free from all taint of that she treads upon ; 

And like those hurrying atoms in their fall, 

A maiden’s thoughts may dare the eye of day 
To look upon their sweet sincerity.” 

With that I strack ,into a different strain : — 
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“ 0 ye wild atomies, whose headlong life 
Is but an impulse and coaction, 

Whose course hath no beginning, no, nor end ; 

Are ye not weary of your mazed whirls, 

Tour tortuous deviations, and the strife 
Of your opposed bubblings ? Are there not 
In you as in all creatures, quiet moods. 

Deep longings for a slumber and a calm ? 

I never saw a bird was on the wing 
But with a homeward joy he seemed to fly 
As knowing all his toils’ o’ei*paid reward 
Was with his chirpers in their little nest. 

Pines have I seen on Jura’s misly height 
Swinging amid the whirl-blasts of the Nortli, 

And shaking their old heads with laugh prolonged, 
As if they joyed to share the mighty life 
Of elements — ^thc freedom, and the stir. 

But when the gale was past, and the rent air 
Returned, and the piled clouds rolled out of view. 
How still th’ interminable forest then ! 

Soundless, but for the myriad forest-flics. 

That hum a busy little life away 

I’ th’ amplitude of those unstartled glades. 

Why what a rest was there 1 But ye, oh ye ! 
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Poor aliens from the fixed vicissitudes, 

That alternate throughout created things, 

Mocked with incessantness of motion. 

Where shall ye find or changement or repose ?” 

So spake I in the fondness of my mood. 

But thereat Fancy sounded me a voice 
Borne upward from that sparkling company : 

“ Eepinement dwells not with the duteous freot 
We do th’ Eternal Will ; and in that doing, 
Subject to no seducement or oppose, 

We owe a privilege, that reasoning man 

Hath no true touch of,” At that reproof the teare 

Flushed to mine eyes ; and I arose, and walked 

With a more earnest and reverent heart 

Forth to the world, which God had made so fair, 

Mired now with trails of error and of sin. 
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V. 

WHITTEN IN VIEW OF DEN LOMOND. 

Mountain austere, and full of kinglihood ! 
Forgive me if a child of later earth, 

I come to bid thee hail. My days are brief, 
And like the mould that crumbles on thy verge, 
A minute’s blast may shake me into dust ; 

But thou art of the things that never fail. 
Before the mystic garden, and the fruit 
Sung by that ShcpherdJluler vision-blest, 

Thou wert ; and from thy speculative height 
Beheld’st the fonns of other living souls. 

Oh, if thy dread original were not sunk 
I’ th* mystery of universal birth, 

Wliat joy to know thy talc of mammoths huge. 
And formings rare of the material prime, 

Ana terrible craters, cold a cycle since ! 

To know if then, as now, thy base was laved 
With moss-dark waters of a placid lake ; 

If then, as now. 

In the clear sunlight of thy verdant sides 
Spare islets of uncertain shadow lay. 
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VI. 

It is a thing of trial to the heart, 

Of trial and of painful wonderment, 

To walk within a dear companion’s voice 
And hear him speak light words of one we hold 
In the same compass of undoubting love. 

How is it that his presence being one, 

His language one, his customs uniform, 

He bears not the like honour in the thought 
Of this my friend, which he hath borne in mine. 
It minds me of that famous Arab talc 
(First to expand the struggling notions 
Of my child brain) in which the bold poor man 
Was checked for lack of ‘ Open sesame.’ 

Seems it my comrade standeth at the door 
Of that rich treasure-house, my lover’s heart, 
Trying with keys untrue the rebel wards, 

And all for lack of one unsounded word 
To open out the sympathetic mind.” 

Thus might a thoughtful man be eloquent, 

To whom that cross had chanced : yet not such 
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The colour, though the nature was the same, 
Of the plain fact wliich won me to this muse. 
One mom, while in * * * I sojourned, 

That winsome Ladv sitting by my side. 
Whom still these eyes in every }>lac‘c desire, 
We looked in quiet unison of joy 
On a bright summer scene. As])iring trees 
Circled us, each in several dignity, 

Yet taking, like a baud of senators, 

Most grandeur fi*om their congi'cgated calm. 
Afar betw’cen two leafy willow stems 
Visibly flow^cd the sun-lit Clyde : more near 
An infant sister frolicked on the lawn. 

And in sweet accents of a far-off land, 

Native to th’ uttercr, called upon her nurse 
To help her steps unto us : nor delayed 
Those tones to rouse w ithin our inmost hearts 
Clear images of a delightful past. 

Capri’s blue distance, Procida, and the light 
Pillowed on Baiae’s wave ; nor less the range 
Of proud Albano, backed by Puglian snows, 
And the green tract beside the liateran 
Rose in me, and a mist came o’er my eyes : 
But I spoke freely of these things to her, 
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And for awhile we walked ’mid phantom shapes 
In a fair universe of other days. 

That converse passed away, and careless talk, 

As is its use, hron<rht divers fancies up, 

Like hubbies dancin^ down tlieir rivulet 
A moment, then dilatinji^ into froth. 

At last, a chance-direction ])ein‘^ given, 

I spake of Wordsw orth, of that lofty mind, 

Enthronised in a little moinmjhy 

Of hills and w’atcrs, where no ofTc thing is, 

Lifeless, or pulsing fresh with mountain strength, 
But pays a tribute to his sliaping spirit I 
Thereat the lady laughed — a gentle laugh ; 

For all her moods w’ere gentle : i)assing sweet 
Arc the rebukes of w Oman’s gentleness I 
But still she laughed, and asked me how long since 
I grew a dreamer, herctofoi*e not wont 
To conjure nothings to a mighty size, 

Or see in Nature more than Nature owns. 

Then taking up the volume, wdiere it lay 
Upon her table, of those hallowed songs 
I answered not but by their utterance. 

And first the tales of quiet tondemess 
(Sweet votive offerings of a loving life) 
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In which the feeling dignifies the fact, 

I read ; then gradual rising as that sprite 
Indian, by recent fabler sung so well,* 

Olomb the slow column up to Seva’s throne, 

I opened to her view his lofty thought 
More and more struggling with its walls of clay, 
And on all objects of our double nature, 

Inward, and outward, shedding holier light, 

Till disenthralled at length it soared amain 
In the pure regious of th’ eternal same, 

Where nothing meets the eye but only God. 

Then spoke I of that intimate belief 
In which he nursed his spirit aquiline, 

How all the moving phantasies of things, 

And all our visual notions, shadow-like. 

Half hide, half show, that All-sustaining One, 
Whose Bibles are the leaves of lowly flowers, 

And the calm strength of mountains ; rippling lakes 5 
And the irregular howl of stormful seas ; 

Soft slumbering lights of even and of mom, 

And the unfolding of the star-lit gloom ; 

But whose chief presence, whose imparted self 
Is in the silent virtues of the heart, 


* Bee Southey’s **Kehama.’ 
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The deep, the human heart, which with the high 
Still glorifies the humble, and delights 
To seek in every show a soul of good, 
pausing from that high strain I looked to her 
For sympathy, for my full heart; was up, 

And I would fain have felt another’s breast 
Mix its quick heavings with my own : indeed 
The lady laughed not now, nor breathed reproach, 
Yet there was chillness in her calm approve, 
Which with my kindled temper suited not. 

Oh ! there is union, and a tie of blood 
With those who speak unto the general mind, 
Poets and sages ! Their high privilege 
Bids them eschew succession’s changefulness, 
And, like eternals, equal influence 
Shod on all times and places. I worlld be 
A poet, were’t but for this linked delight. 

This consciousness of noble brotherhood. 

Whose joy no heaps of earth can bury up, 

No worldly venture minish or destroy, 

For it is higher, than to be pei*sonal ! 

Some minutes passed me by in dubious maze 
Of meditation lingering painfully, 

But then a calm grew on me, and clear faith 


c 
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(So clear that I did marvel how before 
I came not to the level of that truth), 

That different halts, in Life’s sad pilgrimage, 

With different minstrels chaim the journeying soul. 
Not in our early love’s idolatry, 

Not in our first ambition’s flush of hope. 

Not while the pulse beats high within our veins, 
Fix we our soul in beautiful regrets, 

Or stiivc to build the philosophic mind. 

But when our feelings coil upon themselves 
At time’s rude pressure ; when the heart grows dry. 
And burning wMth immedicable thirst, 

As though a plague-spot seared it, while the brain 
Fevers with cogitations void of love, 

When this change comes, as come it wiU to most. 

It is a blessed God-given aid to list 
Some master’s voice, speaking from out those depths 
Of reason that do border on the source 
Of pure emotion and of generous act. 

It may be that this motive swayed in me, 

And thinking so that day I prayed that she. 

Whose face, like an unruffled mountain tarn, 

Smiled on me till its innocent joy grew mine, 

Might ne’er experience any change of mood 



MEDITATIVE FEAaMENTi 


So dearly bought by griefs habitual ; 

Much rather, if no softer path be found 
To bring our steps together happily, 

Serve the bright Muses at a separate slirine. 
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Be Yarrow Btrcain niiHcen, unknown ; 

It must or we shall rue it ; 

We have a vision of our own : 

Ah I why should we undo it ?— -Wordsworth. 

There was a land, which, far from human sight. 

Old Ocean compassed with his numerous waves, 

In the lone West, Tenacious of her right. 
Imagination decked those unknown caves. 

And vacant forests, and clear peaks of ice 
With a transcendent beauty ; that which saves 
From the world’s blight our primal sympathies. 

Still in man’s heart, as some familiar slirine. 
Feeding the tremulous lamp of love that never dies. 

Poets have loved that land, and dared to twine 
Round its existence memories of old time, 

When the good reigned j and none in grief did pine. 
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▼es, and all who owned the might sublime 
To impress their thought upon the face of things, 
id teach a nation’s spirit how to climb, 

Spake of long-lost Atlantis,* when the springs 
' clear llissus or the Tusculan bower 
Were welcoming the pure rest which Wisdom brings 
) her elect, the marvellous calm of power. 

Oft, too, some maiden, garlanding her brow 
ith Baian roses, at eve’s mystic hour. 

Has gazed on the sun’s path, as he sank low, 
th’ awful main, behind Inariine ;f 
And with clasped htmds, and gleaming eye, “ Shalt 
thou, 

irst-bom of light, endure in the flat sea 
Such intermission of thy life intense ? 

*hou lordly one, is there no home for thee ? ” 

A Youth took up the voice ; “Thou speedest hence, 
teautiful orb, but not to death or sleep. 

That feel we ; worlds invisible to sense, 

* The legend of the lost continent Atlantis is so weU known, and its 
erivation from ati early knowledge of Amei'ica seems so natviral And 
rohable, that, had not this Poem been pretty generally censnrod for its 
bsenrity, I should have thought a note on the sxibject superfluous. In 
he beautiful opening of the ** Timieus,’* Plato has alluded to a form of this 
egend highly creditable to the Athenians, which will serve to show the 
lotions entertained of the extent, and relative importaiico of AUantis. 
t Inarime, now the island of Ischia* 
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Whose course is pure, where eyes forget to weep, 

And th’ eartlily sisterhood of son*ow and love 
Some god putteth asunder, these shall keep 
Thy state imperial now : there shalt thou move 
Fresh hearts with wannth and joyance to rebound, 

By many a musical stream and solemn grove/’ 
Years lapsed in silence, and that holy ground 
Was still an Eden, shut from sight ; and few 
Brave souls in its idea solace found. 

In the last days a man arose, who knew * 

That ancient legend from liis infancy. 

Yea, visions on that child’s emmarvailed view 
Had flaslied intuitive science ; and his glee 
WTas lofty as his pensiveness, for both 
Wore the bright colours of the thing to be ! 

But when his prime of life was come, the wrath 

* Tbeso lines were suggested to me by the following passage in Mr. 
Coleridge’s “ Friend.” “ It cannot be deemed alien from the pm’poses of 
this disquisition, if wo are anxious to attract the attention of our readers to 
the importance of this speculative meditation, even for the worldly in- 
terests of mankind ; and to that concurrence of nature and historic event 
with the great revolutionary movements of individual genius, of which so 
many instances occur in the study of history, how nature (why shoiild 
we hesitate in saying, that which in nature itself is more than nature ?) 
seems to come forward in order to meet, to aid, and to reward every idea 
excited by a contemplation of her methods in tho spirit of a filial care, 
and with the humility of love.” — “ Friend,” vol. hi., p. 190. 

Mr. Coleridge proceeds to illustrate this by the very example of Colum- 
1 ) 08 , and quotes some highly boautilul and appUcablo versos of Chiabrefa. 
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Of tlic cold world fell on him ; it did thrill 
Hi's inmost self, but never quenched his faith. 

Still to that faith he added search, and still, 

As fcYcring with fond love of th’ unknovTi shore, 
From learning’s fount he strove his thirst to fill. 

But alway Nature seemed to meet the power 
Of his high mind, to aid, and to reward 
His reverent hope with her snj)limest lore. 

Each sentiment that burned ; each falsehood warred 
Against and slain ; each novel truth inwi’ought — 

% 

What were they, but the liWng lamps that starred 
His transit o’er the tremulous gloom of Thought ? 
More, and now more, their gathered brilliancy 
On the one master notion sending out, 

Wliich brooded ever o’er the passionate sea 
Of his deep soul ; but ah ! too dimly seen. 

And formless in its omi immensity ! 

Last came the joy, when that phantasmal scene 
Lay in full glory round his outward sense ; 

And who had scorned before in hatred keen 
Eefiiged their baseness now : for no pretence 
Could wean theirsoulsfromawc ; they dared not doubt 
That with them walked on earth a spirit intense. 

So others trod his path : and much was wrought 
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In the new land, that made the angels weep. 

That innocent blood — it was not shed for nought ! 
My God ! it is an hour of dread, when leap 
Like a fire-fountain forth the energies 
Of Guilt, and desolate the poor man’s sleep. 

Yet not alone for torturing agonies. 

Though meriting most, nor all thiit storm of Woe 
Which did'cntemjjpst their pure fulgent skies, 

Shall the deep curse of ages cling, and grow 
To the foul names of those who did the deed, 

The lusters for the gold of Mexico ! 

Mute arc th* ancestral voices we did heed. 

The tones of superliummi melody : 

And the “ veiled maid ” * Ib vanished, who did feed 

♦ These lines contain an allusion to that mag^nificent passage in Mr. 
Shelley’^* Alastor,” where ho describes “the spirit of sweet hunuin love ” 
descending in vision on the slumbers of the wandering poet. Tlow far I 
have a right transfer “ the veiled maid” to my own Tocni, where she 
must stand for the embodiment of tluit love for the uiiNcen, that voluntary 
concentration of our vague ideas of the Beauty that ought to ho, on some 
one spot, or country yet undiscovered, as in the instances I have chosen, 
on America or the African city; this the critics, if I have any, may 
determine. I shall, however, bo content to have trespassed against the 
commandments (^f Art, if I should have called any one’s attention to that 
wonderful Poem, which cannot long remain in its present condition of 
neglect, hut wldch, when it shall have emerged into the light, its inherit- 
ance will produce wonder and enthusiastic delight in thousands, who wiU 
learn as the work, like every perfect one, grows upon them, that the deep 
harmonies and glorious imaginations in which it is clothed, aro not more 



TIMBUCTOO. 


25 


3y conyerse high the faith of liberty 
In young unwithcred hearts, and Virtue, and Truth, 

ruo than the great moral idea which is Jjbs permeating life. -The linos 

Uuded to are these : — 

“The Poet wandering on, through Arable 
And Persiii, and the wild Carmanlan waste, 

And o’er the aerial mountains which pour down 
Indus and Oxus from their icy caves, 

In joy and oxulbition hold his way. 

Till in the vale of Cachmiro, far within 

Its loneliest doll, where odoroiiE^|t).nt8 entwine 

Beiicatii the hollow rocks a natural bower, 

BcHide a apfirkling rivulet he stretched 
His languid limbs. A vision on his sleep 
There came, a dream of hopes that never yet 
Had flushed his cheek. He dreamed a veiled maid 
Sale ncai' him, talking in low solemn tones. 

Her voice was like the voice of his owji soul. 

Heard in tlie calm of thought : its music long, 

Like woven sounds of streams and breezes, held 
His inmost sense suspended in its web 
Of many-coloured woof *md shifting hues. 

Knowledge aial Truth and Virtue wore her theme, 

And lofty hopes of divine lilwrty. 

Thoughts the most dear to him, and poesy. 

Herself a Poet. Soon tho solemn mood 
Of her pure mind kindled through all her frame 
A i)crmuating fire : wild numbers then 
Sbe raised with voice stifled with tremulous sobs 
Subdued by its own isithos ; her fiUr bauds 
Were bare alone, sweeping from some strange liaip 
Strange symphony, and in her branching veins 
The eloquent blood told an ineffable tale. 

The heating of her heart was heard to fill 
Tho jMuises of her music, and her breath 
Tumultuously accorded with those fits 
Of intcimitted song.** 
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And every thing that makes us joy to be ! 

Lo ! there hath passed away a gloiy of Youth 
From this our world j; and all is common now, 

And sense doth tjTannise o’er Love and Euth. 
What, is Hope dead ? and gaze wo her pale brow, 
Like the cold statues round a Eoman’s bier, 

Then tearless travel on ihrough tracts of human woe 
No ! there is onopwiie ray that lingers here, 

r 

To battle with the world’s o’ershadowing form, 

Like the last firefly ol‘ a Tuscan year. 

Or dying flashes of a noble storm. 

Beyond the clime of Tripoly, and beyond 
Bahr Abiad, where the lone peaks, unconform 
To other hills, and with rare foliage croAvned, 
Hold converse with the Moon, a City stands 
Wliich yet no mortal guest hath ever found. 
Around it stretch away the level sands 
Into the silence : pausing in his course, 

The ostrich kens it from his subject lands. 

Here with faint longings and a subdued force, 
Once more was sought th’ ideal aliment 
Of Man’s most subtle being, the prime source 
Of all his blessings ; here might still be blent 
WLate’er of heavenly beauty in form or sound, 
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Illumes the Poet’s heart with ravislunent. 

Thou fairy City which the desert mound 
Encompasseth, thou alien from the mass 
Of human guilt, I would not wish thee found ! 
Perchance thou art too pure, and dost surpass 
Too faii amid th’ Ideas ranged high 
In the Eternal Reason’s pcifectness, 

To our deject, and most imbased eye 
To look unharmed on thy integrity. 

Symbol of Love, and Tnitli, and all that cannot die. 
Thy Palaces and pleasure-domes to me 
Are matter of strange thought : for sure thou ait 
A splendour in the wild : and aye to thee 
Did visible guardians of the Earth’s great heart 
Bring their choice tributes, culled from many a mine, 
Diamond, and jasper, poiphyry, and the ait 
Of figured chrysolite : nor silver shine 
There wanted, nor the mightier power of gold : 

So wert thou reared of yore. City divine. 

And who are they of blisses manifold. 

That dwell within thee ? Spirits of delight, 

It may be spirits whose pure thoughts enfold^ 

In eminence of Being, all the light 
That interpenetrates this mighty all, 
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And doth endure in its own beauty’s right. 

And oh ! the vision were majcstical 
To them, indeed, of column, and of spire. 

And hanging garden, and hoar waterfall ! 

For we poor prisoners of this earthy mire, 

See little ; they the essence and the law 
Robing each thing in its peculiar tire. 

Yet moments have been, w^lien in thought I saw 
That city rise upon me from the void, 

Populous with men : and phantasy would draw 
Such portraiture of life, that I have joyed 
In over-measure to behold her Avork, 

Rich with the myriad charms, by evil unalloyed. 

Methought I saw a nation, whicli did heark 
To Justice, and to Truth : their ways were strait. 
And the dread shadow. Tyranny, did lurk 
Nowhere about them : not to scorn, or hate 
A living thing was their sweet nature’s bond : 
So every soul moved free in kingly state. 

Suifering they had (nor else were virtue found 
In these our pilgrim spirits) : gently still 
And as from cause external came the wound, 
Not like a gangrene of soul-festering ill, 

To taint the springs of life, and undermine 
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The holy strength of their majestic will, 

Methought I saw a face whose every line 
Wore the pale cast of Thought ; * a good, old man, 
Most eloquent, who spake of things divine. 

Around him youths wore gathered, who did scan 
His countenance so grand and mild ; and drank 
The sweet, sad tones of Wisdom, which outran 
The life-blood, coursing to the heart, and sank 
Inward from thought to thought, till they abode 
^id Being’s dim foundations, rank by rank 
With those transcendent truths, arrayed by God 
In linked amour for imtiring fight. 

Whose victory is, where time hath never trod. 

Methought I saw a maiden in the light 
Of beauty musing near an amaranth bower, 

Herself a lordly blossom. Past delight 
Was fused in actual sorrow by the power 
Of mightiest Love upon her delicate cheek ; 

And magical was her w^ailing at that hour. 

• These characters are of course purely idciil, and meant to show, by 
way of particular dia4n'nm, that right temperament of the intellect and 
the heart which I have assigned to this favoured nation. I cannot, how- 
ever, resist Uie ploosuro of declaring, that in the composition of the lines 
*' Methought I saw,” Ac., my thoughts dwelt almost involuntarily on 
those few conversations which it is my delight to have held with that 
** good old man, most eloquent,” Samuel Coleridge. 
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For aye with passionate sobs she mingled meek 
Smiles of severe content : as though she raised 
To Him her inmost heart, wlio shields t]ie weak. 
She wept nor long in solitude : I gazed, 

Till women, and sweet children camC) and took 
Her hand, and uttered meaning words, and praised 
The absent one with eyes, which as a book 

Revealed the workings of the heart sincere. 

• r 

In sooth it ivttto it glorious thing i.o look 
Upon that interchange of smile and tear ! 

But when the mourner turned, in innocent grace 
Lifting that earnest eye and forehead clear, 

Oh then, mctliought, God triumphed in her face ! 
But these arc dreams : though ministrant on good, 
Dreams arc they ; and the Night of things their place. 
So be it ever ! Ever may the mood 

In which the affections gently lead us on ” * 

Be as thy sphere of visible life. The crowd. 

The turmoil, and the countenances wan 
Of slaves; the Power-inchanted, thou shalt flee, 

And by the gentle heart be seen, and loved alone. 

JuMi 1829 . 


Wordsworth’s “ Tintcm Abbey.” 
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ALLA STATUA, Cn’ B A FIKENZE I>I LOKBNZO DUCA D’uEBIKO, 
HUOLTA LA MICHEL AMCIULO, 

Deh, chi se’ to, ch’ in si superha pietra 
Guardi, e t’ accigli, pih die creatura ? 

La maostii della frontc alta, e pura, 

L’ occhio, ch’ appena il duro manno arretra 
L’ agevol man, da cui bcl velo impetra 
La mossa de’ pensier profonda, c scura, 

Dicon : “ Quesii 4 Lorcnzi^ e so pur dura 
Suo nome ancor, questo il Destine spetra.” 

Tosoa magion — ahi vituperio ed onta 
Della nohil cittil, cho 1’ Amo inflora, 

Qual danno fe de vostre palle il suono ! 

, Pure innanzi a heltade ira tramonta : 

E Fiorenza, ch’ il giogo angc, e scolora, 

Dice ammirando, “ Oim4 ! quas’ io perdono ! ” 


UoME, Dec. 18S7. 
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Genova bella, a cni 1' altiera vocc * 

Di costmza e virtii feo grande onore, 

AUorchS rosscggid qnel tristo albore, 

Pien di spavcnti, e gridi, e guasto airoce ; 

E 1 fiumc ostil, che mai non mise foce 
Nel dolce suol, che della terra 6 fiore, 

Piagava si, ma non vincea qnel core. 

Or che ti resta ? Ox dov’ 6 la feroce 
Antica mente ? E Lei — ^tra pene, e guai 
L’ invitta Libertil — qnal mpe or serba ? 

Forse (oh pcnsier !) qui volge il passo omai, 

E freme, e tace ; o con dolcczza acerba 
Dice, oscnrando del bel viso i rai, 

“ Com* d caduta la cith\ snperba ! ” 

See. 1827. 

* Alluding to the Sonnet of Passerini, beginning ** Genova mia.” 

It is in the ** Componimenti Ldrici” of Mathias. 
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'I'O AN EN«LISH LADY. 

(“TRA BELLA E BUONA NON KO QTTAL FOSSE ritT,") 

Who not having fulfilled her promise tt) meet me at a Roman festival, 
sent me a note rc<iuc.sting par<ltm. 

Ahi vera donna ! or dal tessntx) inganno 
Riconosco, chi sci : la gran -gigliezza 
Cli’ angelica mi parre, or fngge, e spezza 
Qncl caro laccio di soave affanno. 

Collo, ch’ i nevi {inclli nn marmo fanno, 

Trcccc, die piil di st' 1’ anima apprezza, 

E voi, begli ocelli di fatal dolcezza, 

Che feci io niai per meritar tal danno ? 

Tu pnr, nolle spictata, or vicni, e dille 
(Chei senza tcstiinon nol crcdcria) 

Com’ io guardava a mille dsi, e millc, 

E dicea, sospirando, in fioco suono, 

“ Mille non sono, quel ch’ una saria” — 

Va, traditricc, e non sperar perdono ! 


Rome, Jan. 1S‘J8 
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SCRTTTO SUL LAfiO U’ALUANO. 

• 

SoAVE venticcl cli’ intomo spiri, 

Or cogU elci scherzaado, or sulle sponde 
Dcstando il niormorar (K lucid’ onde, 
D^h non tardtir, non piii frenar tuoi giri. 
Vattenc innanzi, e Iji, ’ye giuso ammiri 
Un fiorcllin, die dull’ amena fronde 
Oioia, c dolcezza in ogni scno infondc, 
China le piuinc, c dille i miei sospiri. 
Quanta invidia ti porto ! In sul bel volto 
Lente isvolazzi, c haci quel natio 
Aureo sorriso, cui ycder ni’ e tolto ! 

Possi pur tcco ! Ahi quale tremolio 
A1 cor darobhc il trastullanni awolto 
Ne’ cari lacci, e il susurrar “ Sonio ! ” 


March^ 1828. 
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ON A LADY SUFFERING SEVERE ILLNESS. 

(imitated FUOM THK ENGLISH.) 

PietX ! Pictii ! p^ran Dio ! deb, volgi omai 
L’impiciosito sguardo : il bel sembiante 
Lc luce giovaneitc, c vaghe, e sante, 

Non mertan, no, soffi*ir dell’ cmi)io i guai. 

“ MoHal, mortal, die derilando vai,” 
llispose quel del trono sfolgorante, 

“ Ve’ com’ ogni dolor par die ri scbiante 
A’ puri di gi\an Ecde aiigURti rai” 

“Alina bcata c' qiicsta! E se pur I’angc 
Nel fior degli anni suoi cotan ta pena, 
lo la sostengo ; e qucsta man la mcna ! ” 

Cosi lo spirto umil, cui nulla frange, 

(0 spemc di virtii salda, e scrcna !) 

Beve I’amaro nappo, e.mai non piange. 

Rome, Aprils 1828. 


P 2 
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ALLA SIRENA, NUME AVTTO J)l NAPOLI. 

(SCKITTO IN TIROLO.) 

Donna di gran i)otor, cli’ il colic adomo 
Mold rcgina, u’ sospii*ar non lice, 

Fuori ch’ ai dolcc lai, clic d’ogni intomo 
S’odon nell’ onibra de’ gran vaii al trice, 
Deb vicni, oh tn si bclla — e scnza scomo 
(Pieta per fenno a ninna dca disdice) 
Favellami di lei, ch’il tno soggiomo 
Par face la pib ridente, c pih felicc. 
Misero, chc ragiono ? il snon risponde 
D’Euro ululando tra I’Alpina foglia ; 
Tu pur ti stai lontana — c fai gran senno ; 
Che sc’l tuo vol piegassi ad ogni cenno 
Ch’ ad or, ad or, manda Tatroce doglia, 
Lungi da lei verresti a torbid’ ondc ! 


May, 1828 . 
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ON THE riCTUEE OF THE THrJiiE FATES IN THE FALAZZO 
I'lTTI AT FLORENCE. 

17STIALI.Y ^^SCJIIBED TO MICHEL AN010T.0. 

None but a Tuscan hand could fix yc here 
In rigidness of sober colouring. 

Pale are ye, mighty Triad, not with fear, 

But the most awful knowledge, that the spring 
Is in you of all birth, and act, and sense. 

I sorrow to behold ye : jjain is blent 
With your aloof and loveless j)ennanencc, 

And your high princedom seems a punishment. 
The cunning limner could not personate 
Yom* blind control, save in th' aspect of grief; 

So does the thought repugn of sovran fate. 

Let him gaze here wlio trusts not in the love 
Toward which all being solemnly doth move ; 
More this grand sadness tells, than forms of fairest 
Hfe. 
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TO MALEK. 

Malek, tlie counsel of thine amity 
I slight not, kindly tendered, but rejoice 
Tg hear or praise or censure from thy voice. 

Both for thy sake, and hers, whose spirit in thee 
Indwelleth ever, starlike Poesy ! 

Woe, if I pass the temple of her choice 
Witli reckless step, or th’ unexpressive joys 
Disdain of fancy, pure to song, and Irec ! 

Yet deem not thou thy friend of early days 
So lost to higli emprize : trust me his soul 
Sleeps not the dreamless sleep, which thou art 
fearing. 

No ! still on lights the love of noble praise 
pis pilgrim bark, like a clear star appearing : 
And oh, how bright that beam, where storm- 
waves roll ! 


JwMt 1828 . 
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Oh blessing and delight of my young heart, 

Maiden, who wast so lovely mid so pure, 

1 know not in what region now thou art, 

Or wliom thy gentle eyes in joy assure. 

Not the old hills on which we gazed together, 

. Not the old faces which we both did love, 

Not the old books, whence knowledge we did gather, 
Not these, but others now thy famdes move. 

I would I knew thy present hopes and fears, 

All thy companions, with their iilcasant talk, 
And the clear aspect which thy dwelling wears : 

So, though in body absent, I might \^'alk 
With thee in thought and feeling, till thy mood 
Did sanctify mine own to peerless good. 


1829. 
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WRITTTCN IN EDINBUHGH. 

Even thus, mcthinks, a city reared should be, 
Yea, an imperial city, that might hold 
Five times a hundred noble to^ms in 

And cither with their might of Babel old, 

Or the rich Roman pomp of empery 

Might stand compare, highest in arts enrolled, 
Highest in arms ; brave tenement for the free, 
Who never crouch to thrones, or sin for gold. 
Thus should her towers be raised — ^^vith vicinage 
Of clear bold hills, that curve her very streets, 
As if to vindicate ’mid choicest seats 
Of art, abiding Nature’s majesty. 

And the broad sea beyond, in calm or rage 
Chainless alike, and teaching Liberty. 


July, 1829. 
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TO AN ABMIRED LADY. 

When thou art dreatuing, at the time of night 
That dreams have deepest truth, comes not the 
form 

Of th’ ancient poet near thee ? Streams not light 
From his immortal i)rcBcnce, chasing harm 
From thy pure pillow, and each nocturnal sprite 
Freighting with happy fancies to thy soul ? 

Says lie not, “ Surely, maiden, my control 
Shall be upon thee, for thy soul is dight 
In a most clear majestic tenderness, 

And natural art springs freshly from its deeps.” 
Then as he clasps his reverend palms to bless, 

Out from the dark a gentle family leaps, 

Juliet and Imogen, with many a fere. 

Acclaiming all, “ Welcome, our sister dear ! ” 



42 


STANZAS. 


WRITTEN AFTER VISITING MELROSE ABBEY IN COMFANY 
OF SIR WALTER SOOIT. 


I LIVED an hour in fair Melrose ; 

It was not when “the pale moonlight” 

Its magnifying chann bestows ; 

Yet deem I that I “ viewed it light.” 

The wind-swept shadows fast careered, 

Like living things that joyed or feared, 

Adown the snnny Eildon Hill, 

And the sweet winding Tweed the distance crowned 
well. 


II. 

I inly laughed to see that scene 
Wear such a countenance of youth, 
Though many an age those hiUs were green, 
And yonder river glided smooth, 
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Ere in these now disjointed walls 
The Mother Church held festivals, 

And full-voiced anthemings the while 
Swelled from the choir, and lingered down the echoing 
aisle. 

in. 

I coveted that Abbey’s doom ; 

For if I thought the early flowers 
Of our affection may not bloom, 

Like those green hills, through countless hom*s. 
Grant me at least a tardy waning, 

Some pleasure still in age’s paining ; 

Thougli lines and forms must Aide away. 

Still may old Beauty share the empire of Decay ! 


IV. 

But looking toward the grassy mound 
Where calm the Douglas chieitams lie, 

Who, living, quiet never found, 

I straightway learnt a lesson high ; 

For there an old man sat serene, 

And well I knew that thoughtful mien 

Of him whose early lyre liad thrown 

Over these mould’ring walls the magic of its tone. 
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V. 

Then ceased I from my envying state, 

And knew that awcless intellect 
Hath power upon the ways of fate, 

And works through time and space uncheckt. 
That minstrel of old chivaliy 
In the cold gi’ave must come to he, 

But his transmitted thouglits have part 
In the collective mind, md never shall dejiart. 


VI. 

It was a comfort too to sec 
Those dogs that from him ne’fer would rove, 

And always eyed him reverently 
With glances of depending love. 

They know not of that eminence 
Which marks him to my reasoning sense ; 

They know but that he is a man, 

And still to them is kind, and glads them all he can. 


VII. 

And hence their quiet Iwks confiding. 
Hence grateful instincts seated deep, 
By whose strong bond, were ill betiding, 
They’d risk their own his life to keep. 
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What joy to watch in lower creature 
Sucli daTMiing of a moml natnrc, 

And how (the rule all things obey) 

They look to a higher mind to be their law and stay ! 

AugiMty 1829 . 
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WRITTEN AT OAUDEBEC IN NORMANDY. 


When lilb ik crazy in my limbs, 
And liopo is ^onc astray. 

And in my soul’s December fade 
The love-thoughts of its May, 
Ouc spot of oartlj if left to me 
Will warm my heaH again ; 

’Tis Caudcbcc and Maillcraio 
On tlie ])]easant banks of Seine. 


II. 

The dark wood’s crownal on the hill, 
The riAxr curving bright, 

The graceful barks that rest, or play, 
Pure creatures of delight — 

Oh, these are shows by nature given 
To wann old hearts again, 

At Caudebec and Mailleraie 
On the pleasant banks of Seine. 
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III. 

The Tuscan’s land, I loved it well, 
And the Switzer’s clime of snow. 
And many a bliss me there befell 
I never more can know ; 

But for quiet joy of nature’s own 
To wjinn the heart again. 

Give me Caudcbec and Maillcraie 
On the pleasant banks of Seine. 
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A FAREWELL TO GLENARBAC.* 


When grief is felt along the blood, 

And checks the breath with sighs unsought, 
’Tis then that Memory’s i)Ower is wooed 
To soothe by ancient forms of thought. 

It is not much, yet in that day 
Will seem a gladsome wakening ; 

And such to me, in joy’s decay. 

The memory of the Roebuck Glen. 


II. 

JSTor less, when fancies have their bent. 

And eager passion sweeps the mind 
’Twill bless to catcii a calm content 
From happy moment far behind. 


* Tho Oleu of tlio Roebuck. 
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Oh, it is of a heavenly brood 
That cliast’ning recollection ! 

And such to me, in joyous mood. 

The memory of the Roebuck Glen. 

III. 

I grieve to quit this lime-tree walk, 

The Clyde, tlie Leven’s milder blue 
To lose, yon craigs that nest the hawk 
Will soar no longer in my view. 

Yet of themselves small power to move 
Have they : their light’s a borrowed thing 
Won from her eyes, for whom I love 
The memory of the Roebuck Glen. 

IV. 

Oh dear to nature, not in vain 

The mountain winds have breathed on thee ! 
Mild virtues of a noble strain, 

And beauty making pm’e and free, 

Pass to thee from the silent hills : 

And hence, where’er thy sojourning. 

Thine eye with gentle weeping fills 
At memory of the Roebuck Glen. 
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Thou speedest to the sunny shore. 

Where first thy presence on me shone ; 
Alas ! I know not whether more 

These eyes shall claim thee as their own : 
But should a kindly siar j)revail, 

And should we meet far heiKie again, 

How sweet in other lands to hail 
The memory of the Boebuek Glen ! 

VI. 

Oh, when the thought comes o’er my heart 
Of happy meetings yet to be. 

The very feeling that thou art. 

Is deep as that of life to me ; 

Yet should sad instinct in my breast 
Speak true, and darker chance obtain. 
Bless with one tear my final rest, 

One memory from the Roebuck Glen. 


Jaly, 1829. 
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WRITTEN ON THE BANKS OF THE TAY. 


I. 

J SAW a child upon a Highland moor 
Playing with hcath-flowcrs in her gamesome mood. 
And singing snatches wild of Gaelic lore 
That thrilled like witch-notes my susceptive blood. 
I spake a Southern w’ord, but not the more 
Did she regard or move from where she stood. 

It seemed the business of her life to play 
With euphrasies and bluebells day by day. 


II. 

Then my first thought was of the joy to grow 
With her, and like her, as a mountain plant 
That to one spot attached doth bud and blow, 
Then, in the rains of autumn, leaves to vaunt 
Its fragrance to the air, and sinks, till low 
Winter consign it, like a satiate want. 

To th’ earth’s endearment, who will fondly nourish 
The loosed substance, until spring reflourish. 
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ITT. 

To be tliy comrade, and tfiy brother, maiden, 

To chaunt with thee the antique song I hear : 
Joying the joy that looks not toward its fading, 
The sweet philosophy of young life’s cheer ! 

We should be like two bees with honey laden, 

Or two blithe butterflies a rose-tree near ! ” — 

t 

So I went dreaming how to play a child 

Once more with her who ’side me san^ and smiled. 


IV. 

Then a stem knowledge woke along my soul, 

And sudden I was sadly made aware 
That childish joy is now a folded scroll, 

And new ordainments have their several fair : 
When evening lights press the ripe greening knoll, 
True heart will never wisli the morning there : 
Wliere arched boughs enlace the golden light, 

Did ever poet pray for franchised sight ? 


V. 

When we were children, we did sigh to reach 
The eminence of a man ; yet in* our thought, 
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And in the prattled fancies of onr speech, 

It was a baby-iiian we fashioned out ; 

And now that childhood seems tlie only leech 
For all the heartaclies of a rou^h world caught, 
Sooth is, wc wish to be a twofold thing, 

And keep our present self to watch within. 

Jult/, 18 ‘ 2 U 
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ON MY SISTER^S BIRTHDAY. 

WRITTEN AT OAIXENDER, NEAR LOCH KATRINE 


Fair fall the day ! ’Tis thirteen years 
Since on this day was Ellen bom : 
And shed the dark world’s herald tears 
On such another summer’s mom. 
r may not hear her laughter’s flow. 

Nor watch the smile upon her face. 
But in my heart I surely know 

Tlicrc’s joy within her dwclling-phuic. 


ir. 

Oh, at the age of fair thirteen 
A birthday is a thing of power : 
The meadows wear a livelier green. 
Be it a time of sun, or shower ; 
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Wc scarce believe the robin’s note 
Unborrowed from the nightingale, 
And wlien the sweet long day is out, 
Our dreams take up the merry tale. 


That pleasure being innocent, 

With innocence alone accords ; 

The souls that. Passion’s strife has rent 
Have other thougliis jind oilier words ; 

They cannot bear that meadow’s green ; 
Strange grief is in the robin’s song ; 

And when they hope to shift the scene. 
Their dreams the anguish but prolong. 

IV. 

Oh, pray for them, thou happy child. 
Whose souls arc in that silent woe ; 

For once like thee, they gaily smiled, 

And hoped, and feared, and trusted so ! 

Pray for them in thy birthday mood. 
They may not pass that awful bar. 

Which separates the early good 

From spirits with themselves at war. 
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V. 

Their nund is now on loves grown cold, 

On fricndslii])sTEalling slow away, 

On life lived fast, and heart made old 
Before a single hair was grey. 

Or should they he one thought less sad, 
Their di'eani is still of things Ibrcgonc, 

Sweet scenes that once had made them glad. 
Dim faces seen, and never kno>vn. 

VI. 

My own dear sister, thy career 

Is all before thee, thorn and flower ; 

Scarce hast thou known by joy or fear 
The still heart-pride of Friendship’s hour ; 

And for that awful thing beyond, 

The first affection’s going forth. 

In books alone thy sighs have owned 
The heaven, and then the hell, on earth. 

VI I. 

But time is rolling onward, love, 

,And birthdays one another chace ; 
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Ah, when so much few years remoTe, 

May thy sweet nature hold its place — 
Who would not hope, who would not pray, 
That looks on thy demeanour now ? 

Yet have T seen tJie slow decay 
Of many souls as pure as thou. 

VIII. 

But there are some whose light endures — 
A sign of wonder, and of joy, 

Which never custom’s mist obscures, 

Or passion’s tread lerous gusts destroy. 
God make with tliem a rest for thee ! 

For thou art turned toward stormy seas. 
And when they call tiiee like to me, 

Some terrors on my bosom seize. 


Yet why to-day this mournful tone. 
When thou on gladness hast a claim ? 
How ill befits a boding moan 
From one who bears a brother’s name ! 
Here fortune, fancifully kind. 

Has led me to a lovely spot, 
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Where not a tree or rock I find, 
My sister, that recalls thee not ! 


Benan is worth a poet’s praise ; 

Bold arc the cairns of Benvenue ; 

Most beautiful tlie winding ways 
Where Trosachs open on tlic view ; 

Bui other grace Locli Katrine wears, 
When viewed by me irorn Ellen’s Isle ; 
A magic tint on all appears ; 

It comes from thy remembered smile ! 


XI. 

’Twas there that Lady of the Lake, 

Moored to yon gnarled tree her boat ; 
And where Fitz James’s horn bade wake 
Each mountain echo’s lengthened note ; 
’Twas from that slope the maiden lieard : 

Sweet tale ! but sweeter far to me, 

Prom dreamy blendings of* that word. 

With all my thoughts and hopes of thee. 


3rd AuffuH, 1823. 
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FROM SCHILLER. 

WKITTEN AT MALVKRK 


To yonder vale where shepherds dwell, 
There came witli every dawning year, 
Ere earliest larks their notes did trill, 

A lady wonderful and fair. 


II. 

She was not. bom within that vale, 

And none from whence she came might know. 
But soon all trace of her did fail, 

Wliene’er she turned her, far to go. 

HI. 

But blessing was wdien she was seen : 

All hearts that day were beating high : 

A holy calm was in her mien, 

And queenly glanced her maiden eye. 
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IV. 

She brought with lie)' Iwth fruits and flowers 
Were gathered in iuiotlier clime, 

Beneatlr a diflerent sun from ours, 

Amd in a nature more sublime. 


To each and all a gift she gave. 

And one had fruit, and one had flower ; 
Nor youth, nor old man with his stave, 
Did homeward go without his dower. 


So all her welcome guests were glad — 
But most rejoiced one loving pair. 
Who took of her the best she had, 

The brightest blooms that e\»r were ! 


Sept. 1 29. 
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SPOKEN IN THE CIIAllACTEn OF PYGMALION. 

WHITTEN ON THE OCCASION OF A REPlll-MENTED C'HARADI 

”]^is done, tlie work is finished — that last touch 
Was as a God’s ! Lo ! now it stands before me, 

Even as long years ago I dreamed of it, 

Consummate olTspring of consummate art ; 

Ideal fonn itself ! Ye Gods, I thank you, 

That I have lived to tliis : for tliis thrown olf 
The pleasure of my kind ; for this have toiled 
Days, nights, months, yetirs ; — am not I recompensed ? 
Who says an artist’s life is not a king’s ? 

I am a king, alone among the crowd 
Of busy hearts and looks — apart with nature 
I sit, a God upon the earth, creating 
More lovely forms than flesh and blood can equal. 
Jove’s workmanship is perishable clay, 
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But mine immortal marble ; when the proudest 
Of our fair city dames is laid i’ the dust 
This creature of my soul will still be lovely. 

Let me contemphite thee again. That lip — 

How near it wears the crimson ! and that eye — 

How strives it witli tfie marble’s vacancy ! 

Methinks if thou wort human, I could love thee ; 

But that thou art not, nor wilt ever be — 

Ne’er know and feel liovv beautiful thou art. 

Oh Ood, I imi alone then — she hears not — 

And yet how like to life ! Ha — ^l)lessed thought, 
Gods have hoard prayers ere now, Hear me, briglit 
Venus, 

Queen of my dreams, hear from thy throne of light, 
Forgive the pride that made my human heart; 

Forget its nature. Let her live and love ! 

I dare not look again — ^my brain swims round — 

I dream — 1 dream — even now inethought she moved — 
If ’tis a dream, how will I curse the dawn 
That wakes me from it ! There — that bond again— 
It is no dream — Oh, speak to me and bless me. 

1832 . 
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Love thoughts he rich when canopied with flowers. — S hakrpkauf.. 

In Leigh Hunt’s “ Indicator,’* it is stated that the name “ Mary '* btis it 
origin in a Hebrew word, signifying “ exalted ; ” and a suggestit* 
occurs in the siiiue Iwolc, that ‘ Emily” may possibly come fn>m some 
element akin to “ Amo.” 

Well do your names express ye, sisters dear, 

In small clear sounds awaking mournful thoughts, 
Mournful, as with the refluence of a joy 
Too pure for these sad coasts of human life. 

Methinks, had not your happy vernal dawn 
Ever arisen on my tranced view, 

Those flowing sounds would syllable yourselves 
To my delighted soul, or if not so, 

Yet when I traced their deeper meaning out, 

And fathomed his intent, who in some hour, 
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Sweet from the world’s young dawn, with breath of life 
Endowed them, then your cgrtain forms would come, 
Pale but true visions of my musing eye. 

For thee, oh ! eldest flower, whose precious name 
Would to inspired ears by Cliebar once. 

Or the lone cavern hid from Jezabel, 

Sound as “Exalted” — fitliest therefore borne 

By that mysterious Lady who reposed 

In Ej^ypt far, beyond the im2)ious touch 

Of fell Herodes, or th’ unquiet looks 

Of men, who knew not Peace to earth was bom, — 

Tliere happily reposed, waiting the time 

When from that dark inteminable day 

Should by God’s might emerge, and Love sit throned. 

And Meekness kiss away the looks of Scorn ; 

Oh ! Mary, deem that Virgin looks on thee 
With an especial care ; lean thou on her, 

As the ideal of thy woman’s heart ; 

Pray that thy heart be strengthened from above 
To lasting hope, and sovran kindliness ; 

That conquering smiles and more than conquering tears 
May be thy portion through the ways of life : 

So walk thoii on in thy simplicity. 

Following the Virgin Queen for evermore ! 
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Thou other name, I turn with deepest awe 
To think of all thou utterest unto me. 

Oh, Emily ! how frail must be my speech. 

Weighed with the thought that in my spirit bums. 
To find no rest until ’tis known by thee, 

Till our souls see each other face to face. 

Thou hearest not, alas ! thou art afar. 

And I am lone as ever, sick and lone. 

Roaming the weary desert of my doom. 

Where thou art not, altho* all speaks of thee. 

All yearns for thee, my love : each barren wold 
Would teem with fruitful glory at thy smile. 

But so— ’twas of thy name that I would speak, 
And thus I wdll not lend me to that lie. 

That from the old and proud -fflmilian clan 
Thy name was brought, the famous Roman dames 
Who, in a sweeping stole, broad-zoned and full, 
With solemn brow’s and settled eyes severe. 

Tended the household glory of their lords. 

Ah, no ! a sweeter birth, fair name, is thine I 
Surely some soul bom in the tender light 
Of golden suns and deep-starred night divine. 
Feeling the want of some far gentler word 
Than any speech doth own, to slake the thirst 
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Ot* his impetuous heart, and be at once 

The symbol and relief of that high love 

Whieh made him weary and faint even imto death, 

He gathering up the wasted energies 

For a last work, and breathing all Jiis life 

Into a word of love, said Amelie,” 

Meaning “ Beloved ; ” and then methinks he died, 
And the melodious magic of his voice 
Shrank in its fulness ; but tlie junorous air 
And the blue sea close murmuring to the shore 
With a sweet regular moan, the orange grove 
Rising from that slope shore in richest shade, 

Blent with the spiked aloe, and cactus wild. 

And rarer growth of the luxuriant palm. 

Lived in that word, and echoed Emily,” 
Tempering the tone with variation sweet. 

Thou seest it, maiden : if the fairest things 
Of this fair world, and breathing deepest love. 
Sang welcome to the name then framed for thee, 
And such as thee, the gentlest of the earth, 

Should I, to whom this tale was whispered 
By some kind Muse in hours of silent thought, 
Look on thy face and call thee not “ Beloved ? ” 

It were in me unmeasured blasphemy. 
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Oh ! envy not thyself thy station high : 
Consent to be “ Beloved ; ” I ask no more 
Than to fulfil for thee thy warning name 
And in a perfect loving live and die. 
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This was my lay in sad nocturnal hour, 

What tiihc the silence felt a growing sound 
Awful, and winds began among the trees, 

Nor was there starlight in the vaulted sky. 

Now is the eyelid of the jocund sun 
Uplifted on tlie region of this air ; 

And in the substance of his living light 
I walk enclosed, therefore to matin chaunts 
Of all delighted birds I marry a note 
Of human voice rejoicing unto thee, 

Evcr-beloved, warbling my rapture now, 

As erst to thee I made melodious moan. 

Then I believed thee distant from my heart ; 

Thou hadst not spoken then, T had not heard : 

And I was faint, because I breathed not 
Breath of thy love, wherein alone is life. 

But at this hour my heart is seen, my prayer 
Answered and crowned with blessing ; I have looked 
Into thine eyes which have not turned away, 



But rested all their lavish light upon me, 
Unutterably sweet, till I became 
Angelic in the strength of tenderness, 

And met thy soul down-looking into mine 
With a responsive power ; thy word hath passed 
Upon my spirit, and is a liglit for ever, 

High o’er the drifting spray of circumstance/ 

Thy word, the plighted word, the word of promise, 
And of all comfort ! In its mighty strength 
I bid thee hail, not as in former days, 

Not as my chosen only, but my bride, 

My very bride, coming to make my house 
A glorious temple ! Be the seal of God 
Upon that word until the hour be full ! 
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My heart is happy now, beloved. 

Albeit thy form is far away ; 

A joy that will not be removed 

Broods on me like a summer’s day. 
Wliatcver evil Fate may do, 

It cannot change wh.at has been thine 
It cannot cast those words anew. 

The gentle words I think divine. 


No touch of time can blight the glance 
That blest with early hope my love ; 
New years are dark with fearful chance, 
That moment is with God above : 
And never more from me departs 

Of that sweet time the influence rare, 
When first we looked into our hearts 
And told each other what was there. 
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Yes, I am happy, love ; and yet 

Long-cherished pain will keep a strife ; 
Something half fear and half regret 
Is lingering at the seat of life. 

But now in seasons of dismay 

What cheering hope from thoughts of thee 
And how will earnest fancy stray 

To find its home where thou mayst be ! 


Sometimes I dream thee leaning o’er 
The harp 1 used to love so well ; 
Again I tremble and adore 
The soul of its delicious swell ; 
Again the irery air is dim 

Witli eddies of harmonious might, 
And all my bruin and senses swim 
In a keen madness of delight. 


Sometimes thy pensive form is seen 
On the dear seat beside the fire ; 
There plainest thou with Madeline 
Or Isabella’s lone desire. 
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He knows thee not, who does not know 
The tender flashing of thine eye 
At some melodious tale of woe. 

And the ewcet smile and sweeter sigh. 


How oft in silent moonlight air, 

When the wide earth is full of rest, 

And all things outward seem more fair 
For the inward spirit less opprest, 

I look for thee, I think thee near, 

Thy tones are thrilling through my soul, 
Thy dark eyes close to mine appear, 

And I am blest beyond control ! 


Yet deem not thou my absent state 
Is measured all by amorous moan ; 
Clear-voiced Love hath learned of Fate 
Hew harmonies of deeper tone. 

All thoughts that in me live and bum, 

The thirst for truth, the sense of power ; 
Freedom’s high hope — ^to thee they turn ; 

I bring them as a precious dower ! 
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The beauty which those thoughts adore 
Difihscd through this perennial firame 
Centers in thee ; I feel it more 
Since thy delivering presence came : 
And with a clearer aflBlucnce now 
That mystic spirit fills my heart, 

Wafts me on hope’s enthusiast flow, 

And heals with prayer the guilty smart. 


Oh ! best beloved, it were a bliss 
As pure as aught the angels feel, 

To think in after days of this, 

Should time a strength in me reveal 
To fill with worthy thoughts and deed 
The measure of my high desire ; 

To thee were due the glorious meed, 
Thy smiles had kindled first the fire. 


But if the starry courses give 
No eminence of light to me, 
At least together we may live, 
Together loved and loving be ; 
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At least what good my spirit knows 
Shall seek in thee a second birth, 

And in thy gentle soul’s repose 
I’ll wean me from the things of earth. 


Even now begins that holy life, 

For wlien 1 kneel in Christian prayer, 
Thy name, my own, my promised wife, 
Is blent witli mine in fondest care. 

Oh ])ray for me that both may know 
That inward bridal’s high delight, 
And both beyond tlie grave may go 
Together in the Fatlier’s sight. 


Jan. 183] 
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TO MY MOTHER. 

When barren doubt like a late-coming snow 
M^e an unkind December of my spring, 

That all the pretty flowers did droop for woe. 

And the sweet birds their love no more would sing ; 
Then the remembrance of thy gentle faith, 

Mother beloved, would steal upon my heart ; 

Pond feeling saved me from that utter scathe. 

And ft’om thy hope I could not live apart. 

Now that my mind hath passed from wintry gloom. 
And on the calmed waters once again 
Ascendant Faith circles with silver plume, 

That casts a charmed shade, not now in pain. 

Thou child of Christ, in joy I think of thee. 

And mingle prayers for what we both may be. 


Jan. 1831 . 
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' A LOVER’S REPROOF. * 

When two complaining spirits mingle, 

Saintly and calm their woes become : 

Alas the grief that bideth single, 

Whose heart is drear, whose lips are dumb I 

My drooping Uly, when the tears 
Of morning bow thy tender head, 

Oh scatter them, and have no fears : 

They kill sometimes if cherished. 

Dear Girl, the precious gift you gave 
Was oi yourself entire and free. 

Why front aUme Life’s gloomy wave, 

Why fling the brilliant foam to me ? 



A LOVEE’S REPROOF* 


Am I Ae lover of thy mirth, 

A trifling thing of sunny days, — 

A soul forbid for want of worth. 

To tread with thee ih* unpleasant ways ? 

No — ^trust me, love ; if I delight 

To mark tliy brighter hour of pleasure, 

To deep-eyed Passion’s watchful sight 
Thy sadness is a costlier treasure. 

July, 1S31. 
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A 3IELANCHOLY thon^ht had laid me low ; 

A thought of self-desertion, and the death 
Of feelings wont with my heart’s l)l(x)d to flow, 
And feed the inner soul with purest breath. 
The idle busy star of daily life, 

Base passions, liaughty doubts, and selfish fears 
Have withered up my being in a stiifc 
Unkind, and diied the source of human tears. 

One evening I went fortli, and stood alone 
With Nature : moon tliere was not, nor the light 
Of any star in heaven : yet from the sight 
Of that dim nightfall better hope hath shone 
Upon my spirit, and from those cedars high 
Solemnly changeless, as the vciy sky. 


Sept. 1830. 
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A SCENE IN SUMMER. 


Alfred, I would that you beheld me now, 

Sitting beneath a mossy ivied Avail 
On a quaint beneli, w hich to that structure old 
Winds an accordant curve. Above my head 
Dilates immeasurable a W’ild of leaves, 

Seeming received into the blue expanse 
That vaults this summer noon : before me lies 
A laAvn of English verdure, smooth and bright, 
Mottled with fainter hues of early hay. 

Whose fragrance, blended with the rose perfume 
From that white floAvering bush, invites my sense 
To a delicious madness — and faint thoughts 
Of childish years are borne into my brain 
By unforgotten tirdours Awaking now. 

Beyond, a gentle slope leads into shade 
Of mighty trees, to bend whose eminent crown 
Is the prime labour of the pettish winds. 

That now in lighter mood are twirling leaves 
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Over my feet, or hurr3ring butterflies, 
flud the gay humming things that summer loves, 
Thro' the warm air, or altering the bound 
Where yon elm-shadows in majestic line 
Divide dominion with th’ abundant light. 

Jum, 18131 . 
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Oh Poetiy, oh rarest spirit of all 
Tliat dwell within the compass of the mind, 
Forsake not him, whom thou of old didst call : 

Still let me seek thy face, and seeking find. 

Some years have gone about since I smd thou 
Became acquainted first : we met in woe ; 

Sad was my cry for help as it is now ; 

Sad too tlyr breathed response of music slow ; 
But in that sadness was such essence fine, 

Sk) keen a sense of Life’s mysterious name, 

And high conceit of natures more divine, 

That breath and sorrow seemed no more the same. 
Oh let me hear again that sweet reply ! 

More than by loss of thee I cannot die. 

/«««, 1831 . 


O 
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AiiAS ! that sometimes cyen a duteous life, 

Tf uninspired by love, and love-bom joj', 
Grows levered in the world’s unholy strife, 

And sinks destroyed by that it would destroy ! 
Beloved, from the boistoroms deeds that fill 
The measure up of this umpiiet tune, 

The dull monotonies of Faction’s chime, 

And irrepressible thoughts foreboding ill, 

I turn to thee as to a heaven apart — 

Oh ! not apart, not distant, near me ever, 

So near my soul that nothing can thee sever ! 
How shall I fear, knowing there is for me 
A city of refuge, builded pleasantly 
Witliin the silent places of the heart ? ■ 


May, 1831 .. 
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Why tlirobbesi tliou, my heart, why thickly breathest ? 

I ask no rich and splendid eloquence ; 

A few words of the warmest and the sweetest 

Sure thou mayst yield without such coy pretence : 
Open the chamber where affection’s voice; 

For rare occasions is kept close and fine : 

Bid it but say “ sweet Emily, be mine,” 

So ibr one boldness thou shalt Jiye rejoice. 

Fain would I speak when the full music-streams 
Rise from her lips to linger on her face, 

Or like a form floating through Raffaelle’s dreams, 
Then fixed by him in everliving grace. 

She sits i’ the silent worship of mine eyes. 

Courage, my heart ; change thou for words thy sighs. 
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Still here — ^thoii hast not faded from my sight, 

Nor nil the music round thee from mine car : 

Still grace flows from thee to the brightening yetir, 
And* all the birds laugh out in wealthier light. 

Still am I free to close my happy eyes, 

And paint upon the gloom thy mimic form, 

That soft white neck, that cheek in beauty waim, 
And brow half hidden wlicre yon ringlet lies ; 

With, Oh ! the blissful knowledge all the while 
That I can lift at will each curved lid, 

And my fair dream most highly realise. 

The time ^vill come, ’tis ushered by my sighs, 

When I may shape the dark, but vainly bid 
True light restore that form, those looks, that smile. 
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DY, I bid tlice to a sunny dome 
llin<^mf^ with echoes of Italian song ; 
HencefoTtli to thee these magic halls belong, 
And all the pleasant place is like a home. 

Hark, on the right with full pumu luuu, 

Old Dante’s voice encircles all the air ; 

Hark yet again, like flute-tones mingling rare, 
Comes the keen sweetness of Petrarca’s moan. 
Pass thou the lintel freely : without fear 
Feast on the music : I do better know thee. 
Than to suspect this pleasure thou dost owe me 
Will Wrong thy gentle spirit, or make less dear 
That element whence thou must draw thy life ; 
An English maiden and an English wife. 
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Speed ye, warm hours, along th’ appointed patli, 
Speed, tliougli ye bring but pain, slow pain to me ; 
I will noil much bemoan your hca^y wratli, 

So«yc will make my lady glad and free. 

What is’4 that I must here conlined be, 

If* she may rojim the summer’s sweets among, 

See the full-cupped flower, tlie laden tree. 

Hear from deep groves the thousand-voi(icd song \ 
Sometimes in that still chamber will she sit 
Trim-ranged with books, and cool with dusky blinds 
That keep the moon out, there, as seemed fit, 

To sing, or play, or read — what sweet hope finds 
Way to my heart ? perchance some verse of mine — 
Oh hajjpy I ! speed Dn, ye hours divine ! 
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When gentle fingers cea,se to toucli the string, 

Dear Charles, no music lingers on the lyre ; 

But the sea-sliells from cveiiaslang ring 

With the deep murmurs of their home desire ; 
Lean o’er the shell, and ’twill be heard to plain. 
Now low, now high, till all thy sense is gone 
into tlie sweetness ; then depart again. 

Still though unheard, flows on that inner moan ; 
Full oft like one of these our ljuinan heart 
Secretly murmurs on a loving lay, 

Though not a tone finds any outward way. 

Then trust me, Charles, nor let it cause thee smart, 
That seldom in my songs thy name is seen — 
When most I loved, I most have silent been. 


1831. 
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The garden trees are busy with the shower 
That fell ere sunset : now methinks they talk, 
Lowly and sweetly as befits the hour, 

One to another down the grassy walk. 

Hark the laburnum from his opening flower 
This cherry-creeper greets in whisper light, 

While the grim fir, rejoicing in the night, 
h-oarse mutters to the niumiuring sycamore. 

What shall I deem their converse ? would they hail 
The wild grey light that fronts yon massive cloud, 
Or the half bow, rising like pillared fire ? 

Or are they sighing faintly for desire 
That with May dawn their leaves may be o’erflowed, 
And dews about their feet may never fail ? 


1831 
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SCENE AT ROME. 

Raffa£LLE iitling iti his Studio ; Fiammetta enterit 

IL Dearest, I wished for thee a moment gone 
And lo, upon the wish thou art here. 

F. Perhaps 

It was thy wisli tliat even now as I entered, 

Olcamed through the citron shadow, like a stai^beaiii. 
One star-beam of some high predominant star. 

R, Why, little trifler, whither hast thou been 
That tliou rctum’st so fair fantastical ? 

F. Down by tlie fountain, where tlie dark^cool alley 
Yields into sudden light of cooler spray. 

It is a noble CTcning — one to shame thee — 

For the least hue of that all-coloured heaven 
Bears a more full and rich divinity 
Than the best touch thy pencij ever gave. — 

Thou smilest at me. 

R. 


Rather should I sigh 
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To think that while I loam to love thee better, 

And better prize all that belongs to thee, 

In the fair company 1 live with always, 

The tempting faces, iind warm, loving sliapes 
That make my little room a paradise, 

Thou wandering about, ft'om liglited fountains,’ 
Prom groves at twilight full of changing magic, 

Or yon great gallery i)icture hung with stars, 
Gathefcst contcin])t for that poor ininiic thing, 

An artist. 

F. Thou bclievest not thy words, 

Else could I call a thousand witnesses 
To 

R. Where are they ? 

F. Out alas ! I had forgot — 

I have them not — I k3ow not wliere they dwell ; 
They roam in a dim field I may not come to. 

Nor ever sec them more ; yet were they once 
Familiar beings, inward to my soul 
As is the life blood to the life. 

R, The answer — 

We have the riddle. Who are these unkind ones 
Who knew the thing it is to be beside thee, 

Looked on thy face, yet had the hearts to leave thee 
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F. Oh there you are mistaken — you are too quick — 
They had no eyes, and could nut see my face — 

They liad no power to stay — theymus\. have left me — 
Each in his turn stood on the downclcft edge 
Of a most miglity river, stood and fell, 

Bonie to the silent things that are no more. 

R, Are they then dead ? 

F, Ay, dead; entombed within 

A glorious sepulchre, to whose broad sj)aee 
The world of present things is but an atom. 

There they lie dead, and liero I’d weep for them, 

But that I have a fairy miiTor by me 
Shows me their spirits, pale and beautiful 
With a sweet mouniful beauty. 

R, Thou aii mocking me ; 

These arc but fancies thou art speaking ol’, 

The incor|ioreal eliildreii of the brain. 

F. Aha, brave (Edipus ! my lady Sphinx 
Had stood in danger with thee. Hast thou guessed it? 
These friends once harboured with me, now departed, 
These witnesses to my clear faith and fondness, 

They are all thoughts, all glorious thoughts of thee, 
Infinite in their number, bright as rainbows, 

And in pervading presence visitant 
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Whenever I am forced to be alone, 

And losing thee to talk with stars and streams. 

R: And, by odr Lady, ’tis a good exchange. 

The stars and streams are silent — cannot chide thee — 
Will let a foolish woman talk by the hour 
Her gentle nonsense, and reprove her never. 

Nor mth one frown dim their ambrosial smiles ; 

Thou find’s! not me so easy. 

F. * Still suspicious ! 

What, rnusL I tell thee all this day’s- employment ; 

Tell how I read the heavens with curious glances, 

And by a sort of wild astrology 

Taught me hy a young god, whose name is Love, 

But who before all things resembles thee, 

I tried to shape in those high starry eyes 
The very looks of thine ? 

j{. Nay, (}wn Fiammetta, 

If we must needs have such usm-ping spirits. 

And turn the bright heavens from the things they are 
Into poor semblances of earthly creatures. 

They «ba11 be all thine own— take them and wear them; 
Be thou the moon, the sunset^ what thou wilt 
So I behold thee. 

F. 


I win be the ^ ! 



SCENE AT ROME. 


93 


No narrower bound than its far nnknown limit 
Shall keep me prisoner. Then hast called me fair — 
Often and often on my lips thou hast sworn it — 
What wilt thou say when thou shaft see me come 
To press thee in those blue celestial folds, 

To gaze upon thee with a million eyes, 

Each eye like these, and each a fire of love ? 

IL I would not liave thee otJier than thou art, 
Even in the least complexion of a dimple, 

For all the pictures Pietro Perugin, 

My master, ever painted. And pardon me, 

I would not have the heavens any thing 
But what they are and were and still shall be, 
Despite thy wish, Fiainmetta. ^Tis not well 
To make tlf eternal Beauty ministrant 
To our frail lives and frailer hmnan loves. 

Three thousand years ^perhaps before we lived. 

Some Eastern maiden fi’amed thy very wish. 

And loved and died, and in the passionless void 
Vanished for ever. Yet this glorious Nature 
Took not> a thought of her, but shone abore 
Th6 blank she left, as on the place she filled. 

So will it be with us — a dark night waits us — 
Another moment, we must plunge within it — 
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Let US not mar the glimpses of pure Beauty, 

Now streaming in like moonlight, witli the fears, 
The joj’'S, the hurried thoughts, that rise and fall 
To tlie hot pulses of a mortal heart. 

F, How now ? Thy voice was wont to speak of Love 
I shall not know it, if its language change : 

The clear, Imv utterance, and angelic tone 
Will lose i.heir music, if they praise not love. 

Rl And when I praise it not, or cease to fold thee 
Thus in iny anns, Fianimetta, may T die 
Unwept, uTihonourcd, barred without the gate 
Of that high temple, where I minister 
With daily ritual of coloured lights 
For candelabras, and pure saintly fonns 
To image forth the loveliness I serve. 

I did but cliide thee that thou minglest- ever 
Beauty with beauty, as with perfume perfume : 

Thou canst not love a rosebud for itself. 

But thinkest straight who gave that rose to thee ; 
The leaping fountain minds thee of the music 
We heard together ; and the very heaven, 

Th’ illimitable firmament of God, 

Must steal a likeness to a Boman studio 
Ere it can please thee. 
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F. I am a poor woman, sir ; 

A woman, poor in all things but her heai*t, 

And when 1 cease to love I cease to live. 

You will not cure me of this heresy ; 

Flames would not bum it out, nor shari) rocks tear it. 

R. I am a merciful Inquisitor ; 

I shall enjoin thee but a gentle penance. 

F. The culprit trusts the judge, and feels no fear 
In his immediate presence ; a rare thing 
In Italy ! Proceed. 

R. There was a thing 

Thou askedst me this morning. 

F. I remember — 

To see the })icture thou hast kept from me. 

I prithee, let me. 

It shall be thy penance 
To find^t full of faults, and not one beauty. 

F. Where stands it ? 

R. There, behind the canopy. 

A great Venetian nobleman, esteemed 
For a good judge, they say, by Lionardo, 

Paid me a princely sum but yesterday 
For this poor portrait. 
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F, Portrait ? and of whom ? 

Is it a lady ? 

R. Yes — a Eoman lady — 

About your stature ; and her hair is bound 
With a pearl fillet, even as your own. 

Her eyes are just Fiammetta’s ; they are turned 
On a fail* youth, who sits beside her, gazing 
As he would drink up all their light in his. 

Upon her ann a bracelet ; and thereon 

Is graven 

F. Name it ! 

R. Eathael Urbinensis. 

F. This kiss — and iliis — ^reward thee. Let me see it. 


1832. 



ON SYMPATHY. 


Is it neccssiiry to consider sympathy as an ultimate principle, or 
are there grounds for supi)Osing it to be generated by 
out of primary pleasures and pjiins ? 

It was my first intention to have given you an Essay 
on a much more copious subject. I wished to detail the 
successive formations of the virtuous affections from simple 
feelings of sympathy, and to examine the true nature of 
the moral sentiments. This is much more interesting to 
my mind than the actual subject of the following Essay, 
but I began with it, and I had not time to got beyond it. 
The admission of sympathy as an ultimate princiide would 
not invalidate any subsequent conclusions respecting the 
virtues that arise out of it ; but the conti*ary opinion will 
perhaps give so clear an impression of the gimt powers of 
a^^ciation, as to help very considerably the future inves- 
tigation. And in itself I think the question a very curious 
and pleasing one. Before I begin to discuss it, I must 
premise that the word sympathy, which like most others 
in moral science has a fluctuating import, is used in this 
Essay to denote the simple affection of the soul, by which 
it is pleased with another’s pleasure and pained with 
another’s pain, immediately and for their own sakes. 

H 
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Let us take tlie soul at that precise moment in which 
she becomes assured that another soul exists. From 
tones, gestui’es, and other objects of sensation she has 
inferred that existence, according to the simplc^st rules 
of association. Some philosophers indeed coiicoivo an 
original instinct by which we infer design, and therefore 
mental existence, from the phenomena of animal motion, 
and the expressaons of Yoicc and countenance. 1 have no 
fondness, 1 confess, for these easy limitations of inquiry, 
these instincts, so fashionable in ceiiam schools, and I 
knoTtr not 'why any new principle should be invented to 
account for one of these plainest of all th(j associative 
processes. Bo this as it may, the soul then has become 
aware of another individual subject, capabUs of thoughts 
and feelings like her ovni. How does tliis discovery affect 
her? It is possible she may feel pleasure in the mere 
knowledge of mere existence in this other subject ; since 
it is probable that pleasure is inherent in the exercise of 
all the soul’s capacities as such, and, therefore, the idea of 
a new similar set of cajjacities may iiresistibly call up the 
idea, and the reality of pleasure. For association, I need 
hardly observe, does not only j)roduco ideas of what in the 
past is similar to tho present, but rc\dves in many cases 
the feelings themselves. But as those jirobabilities are 
rather of a shadowy complexion, let us move a step 
farther. Tho person thus recognised by tho soul -will pro- 
bably have been occupied in acts of kindness towards it, 
by which indeed its attention was first attracted and tho 
recognition rendered possible. Before that recognition, 
therefore, pleasure has been associated with that person, 
as a mere object. Tho infant cannot separate tho sonsa- 
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tions of nourishment from the form of his nurse or mother. 
But the expressions of voice and countenance in the person 
conferring this or any other pleasure were themselves 
^agi’eeable, and such as indicate internal pleiusure in that 
person. So soon, therefore, as the infant makes the 
recognition we spoke of, that is, assumes a conscious 
subject of those expressions, he is competent to make 
a second assumption, to wit, that the looks and tones in 
the other being, which accompany his ovti ])leasure, are 
accompanied at the same time by i)leasure in that other. 
Hence, wherever he perceives the indications of anotlier’s 
joy, he is j)repared to rejoice, and by parity of reasoning, 
wherever he perceives indications of pain, he is giievcd ; / 
because those painful appearances have been connected 
by him with the absence of ploasui’abh) sensations to 
himself, or oven the iK)sitivo pi'esence of painful ones. A 
great step is thus gained in the soul’s progress. She is 
immediately pleased by another’s i)leasiu-o, and pained by 
another’s pain. Close upon the experience of pleasure 
follows desire. As the soul in its fii’st development, within 
the sphere of itself, desired the reciuTcnce of that object 
which had gratified it, so now, having connected its 
pleasure with that of another, she connects her dosii’e 
with his desire. So also from the corre8i)ondence of })ains, 
will arise a correspondence of arn’sioHUy by which I mean 
iictive (Uslikesy the opposites of desire. Thus the machinery 
of sympathy, it might seem, would bo complete; and 
since I have exhibited a legitimate process, by which the 
soul might arrive at a state precisely answering to the 
definition with which I sot out, you may expect perhaps 
that the argument of this Essay is already tenniiiated* 

u 2 
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Indeed some philosophers appear to consider this a com- 
plete account of the matter. But when I reflect on the 
peculiar force of symjmthy itself, and the equivalent 
strength of those reflex sentiments regarding it, which I 
shall come presently to cxaTuine, I cannot hut think 
something more is wanted. It seems to mo that several 
processes of association operate simultaneously in the 
same direction, and that the united power of all imparts 
a chara(;ter to this portion of our nature, which each 
taken singty would not ho able to produce. Lot us agam 
consider the soul at the starting point, where it recognises 
a kinebed being. The discovery is made, and the soul 
dwells upon it fondly, wishing to justify its own inference, 
and anxiously seeking for means of verification. Everj- 
new expression of feeling in the other being, the object of 
its contemplation, becomes an additional ^'idence. The 
more it can diseem of plcasimo, the more it becomes con- 
firmed in its belief. I have alluded to the probability 
that every now exorcise of a new function, every change 
of state, is to the soul an enjoyment. Pain may supervene, 
but in th() nature of the thing, to fool to live, is to enjoy. 
Pleasure, therefore, will bo the surest sign of life to the 
soul. Ilence there is the strongest possible inducement to 
be pleased with those marks of pleasure in another, which 
justify, as it were, the assumed similarity of that other to 
its own nature. Marks of pain, in a less degree, will also 
be proofed How then, I may be asked, does it happen 
we are not pleased with the pain of our fellow-being? 
Because another result of association hero intervenes. 
The sudden interruption of any train of feeling in which 
the mind acquiesces^ has a uniform tendency to displease 
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tind shock us. When the perception of suffering in 
smother inteifcres with our satisfaction in conteini)lating 
him, and in pursuing our process of vei’ificatioii, if I may 
so call it, this contrast produces pain. Besides, as the 
image of his enjopiicnt recalled images, and Iherehy 
awoke realities of ])leasuro in ourselves, so the perception 
of suffering makes us recollect our own suffeiing, and 
Clauses us to suffer. Thus by a second chain of associated 
feelings, the soul arrives at the same result, at union of 
joys and soitows; in other words, at sympathy. I should 
remark, however, that compassion is not unmixed.pain, 
and the pleasui*e mingling with it may still be legitimately 
I’ofened to that assiu’ance of life, which the marks of 
sulfeidng afford, 1 shall now piDceed to a thiid ])rincii>lo, 
from which the same result may bo deduced. This is the 
principle of imitation. All animals aro imitative. To 
repeat desii’os, volitions, actions, is the unquestionable 
tendency of conscious beings. It was a profound remark 
of Bishop Butler, one of those anticii)ations of idiilosophic 
minds which aro pregnant with theories, that liorhaps the 
same simple power in the mind whicjh dis 2 )osos our actions 
to habitual com'ses, may be sufficient to account for the 
phenomena of memory. This is a very dcjcp subject ; and 
when we remember that the sjihoro of imitation is not 
confined to human, or even animal exoifioiis, hut appears 
to be co-extensive with organic life, wo have reason to he 
cautious in dealing with this principle. So fai’, however, 
as it apiffies to our desires, there seems ground for sup- 
posing that the soul may desii’o another’s gratification 
from the same impulse that leads a monkey to mimic the 
gestures of a man. Novelty is in itself an evident soiu’ce 
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of pleasure. To become something new, to add a mode of 
being to those wo have experienced, is a temptation alike 
to the lisping infant in the cradle and the old man on the 
verge of the grave. This may partly aiise from that 
essential inherence of pleasure in every state to which 
I have alluded, jiartly from a pleasure of contrast and 
emprise felt by the soul on gaining a new position. Now 
nothing can bo more new than sutdi a foreign capacity of 
enjoyment as the soul has here discovered. To bocomo 
this new thing, to imitate, in a word, the discovered agent, 
no less in the intemal than the outward elements of 
action, will naturally be tho endeavour of faculties 
ali’oady accustomed in their own development to number- 
less courses of imitation. For we imitate our previous acts 
in order to establish our very eai liest knowledge. Thinugh 
tho mo(Uum of imitation alone, automatic notions become 
voluntary. It is then possible that through tho desiin to 
feel as another feels, we may come to fool so. 

I know not whether 1 have succeeded in stating with 
tolorablo clearness these three processes by which I 
conceive the association principle to operate in the pro- 
duction of sympathy. Tho number, however, is not yet 
exhausted, and those that remain to bo described are 
perhaps more imporiant, and will carry us more to the 
bottom of the matter, although for this veiy reason it will 
be difficult to avoid some obscurity in speaking of them. 
Some of you, perhaps, may bo disposed to set me down as 
a mystic, for what I am about to say; just as some of you 
may have desjnsed me as a mechanist, or a materialist, on 
account of what I have said already. In one and the 
other, however, I proceed upon tangible facts, or upon 
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probabilities directly issuing out of such facts. It is an 
ultimate fact of consciousness, that the soul exists as one 
subject in various successive states. Our belief in this is 
the foundation of all reasoning. Far back as memory 
can carry us, or far forward as anticipation can travel 
unrestrained, the remembered state in the one case, and 
the imagined one in the other, are forms of self. With 
the first dawn of fooling began the conception of existence, 
distinct from that of the moment in which the conception 
arose : hope, desire, apprehension, aversion, soon made 
the soul live ontiinly in inference to things non-existent. 
But what wore these things ? Possible conditions of the 
soul, the same undivided soul which existed in the 
conception and desire of theiu. Wide, therefore, as that 
imivorse might bo, which comprehended for the ima- 
gination aU varieties of untried consciousness, it was no 
wider than that self which imagined it. Material objects 
wore indeed perceived as external. But how? As 
unknown limits of the soul’s activity, they were not a 
part of subjective consciousness, they defined, restrained, 
and regulated it. Still tho soul attributed itself to every 
consciousness, past or future. At length the discovery of 
another being is made. Another being, another subject, 
•conscious, having a world of feelings like the soul’s own 
world ! IIow, how can the soul imagine feeling which is 
not its own? I repeat she realises this concej)tion, only 
by considering the other being as a separate part of self, 
a state of her own consciousness existing apart from tho 
present, just as imagined states exist in the future. Thus 
absorbing, if I may speak so, this other being into her 
universal nature, the soul transfers at once her own 
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feelings, and adopts those of the new-comer. It is very 
possible there may be nothing in this notion of mine, 
which I doubt not many of you will think too refined. 
But it seems to deseiwe attentive consideration. The force 
of it lies in a su})posed difficulty attending the sbucture of 
our consciousness ; a difficulty of conceiving any existence, 
except in the way of matter, external to the conceiving 
mind. It may be objected, however, that this conjectural 
explanation is after all no explanation, since it can only 
account for an interest taken in the other being, but not 
for a ^oalition of i^loasures or pains. The su])posod iden- 
tification is not assuredly closer than that which exists 
between the past and the present in ourselves, yet how 
often does our acjtual self desire different objects from 
those which allured us in a previous condition ! The objec- 
tion is weighty, but l(3t us see what may bo said against 
it. The soul, wo have seen, exists as one peiinanent 
subject of innumeraLlo successive states. But not only 
is there unity of subject; there is likewise a tendency to 
unity of form. The order of nature is uniform under the 
sway of invariable laws, the same phenomena i)ci*petually 
recur. And there is a pre-established harmony in mind 
by which it anticipates this uniformity. I do not imagine 
any original principle distinct from association is necessary • 
to account for this fact. But a fact it is, and the foun- 
dation of all inductive judgments. The soul naturally 
takes -a great pleasure in this expectation of sameness, 
so perpetually answered, and affording scope for the 
development of all faculties, and all dominion over 
surrounding things. Thus a wish for complete uniformity 
will arise wherever a similarity of any kind is observed. 
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But a still deeper feeling is caused by that immediate 
knowledge of the j)ast which is supi)licd by memory. To 
know a thing as past, and to know it as similar to some- 
thing present, is a source of mingled emotions. There is 
pleasure, in so fai* as it is a revelation of sell’ ; but there 
is pain, in so far as it is a divided self, a being at 
once our own, and not our own, a i)ortion cut away from 
what we feel, nevertheless, to be single and indivisible. 
I fear these cixpressions will bo thought to border on 
mysticism. Yet I must believe that if any one, in the 
least accustomed to analj’^so his fecUngs, i^ill take the 
pains to reflect on it, he may remember moments in which 
the bui’den of this mystery has lain heavy on him; iu 
which he has felt it miserable to exist, as it were, piece- 
meal, and in the continual flux of a stream ; in which ho 
has wondered, as at a new thing, how wo can bo, and 
have been, and not bo that which wo have been. But the 
yearnings of the human soul for the iiTocovcrable past 
are checked by a stem knowledge of impossibility. So 
also, in its eager mshings towards the futui e, its desire of 
that mysterious something which now is not, but which in 
another minute wo shall be, the soul is chocked by a lesson 
of experience, which tetiches her that she cannot carry 
into that future the actual mode of her existence. But 
were these impossibilitios removed, wore it conceivable 
that the soul in one state should co-exist with tho soul in 
another, how impetuous would bo that desire of reunion, 
which even the awful,laws of time cannot entirely forbid ! 
Tho cause you will say is inconceivable. Not so ; it is the 
very case before us. The soul, wo have seen, contemplates 
a separate being as a separate state of itseK, tho only 
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being it can conceive. But the two exist simultaneously. 
Therefore that impetuous desire arises. Therefore in her 
anxiety to break down all obstacles, and to amalgamate 
two portions of her divided substance, she will hasten to 
blond emotions and desires with those apparent in the 
kindred spirit. I request it may be considered whether 
these two cii’cumstances, to wit, the anticipation of 
uniformity natui'al to the soul, and the melancholy 
pleasure occasioned by the idea of time, are not sufficient 
to remove the objection started above, and finally, whether 
this jiotion of the soul’s identifying the perceived being 
with herself*, may not be thought to have some weight, 
especially when such identification is relied upon as a 
concurrent cause with the others first spoken of. 

Before I proceed to examine what consequences such a 
passion as sympathy might bo expected to have in the 
mind, and how far those consequences, as predicted from 
a general knowledge of the workings of association, aro in 
conformity with the actual constitution of oui* minds, it 
may bo well to make one remark as to the character of 
the system I have been explaining. That system asserts 
the absolute disinterestedness of sjonpathy. It is, as I 
understand it, no modification of the selfish theory. It 
has, however, been so represented, and I must allow there 
is a strong prima facie appearance of its being so, owing 
to the fallacies of language. The selfish theory denies the 
disinterested nature of affection on grounds which prove, 
if any thing, the absolute impossibility of disinterestedness, 
at least in any shape conceivable by a human intelloot. 
What would be the correct inference from such a proof? 
Simply this, that the theorists are using words in a 
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different sense from the common, and applying them to 
a distinction, which never came in question, not to that 
real and broad distinction which those words designate for 
common understandings. But is this the inference really 
drawn by those philosophers ? No, so it would make no 
theory. Either with a strange inconsistency they make 
use of their jninciple to dejtrecialt mankind^ thus recog- 
nising in fact the possibility and naturalness of what they 
pronounce impossible and unnatui-al, or they employ it 
to narrow the interval between vice and virtue, and to 
weaken the authority of the moral sentiments. Neither 
of these defects is fairly chargeable on the system I have 
recommended. What is the true distinction, according to 
common language and common feeling, between selfish and 
unselfish ? Ceiiainly this ; that the object of the first is 
one’s own gratification, the object of the second is the 
gi'atification of another. The difference of names arises 
from the difference of objects recognised by the under- 
standing. It relates entirely to a single act of the soul, 
taken in and by itself, limited by its object, and not at all 
considered in reference to its origin or its consequence. 
To require that pleasure should not have preceded this act 
so as to render it possible, or that pleasui’o should not 
inhere in the subjective part of this act so as to cause a 
subsequent reflex sentiment, is to requii’e what the under- 
standing assuredly never required, when it separated the 
class of selfish from that of unselfish sentiments. But I 
may be told that the view I have bxken of sympathy, as 
originating in an adoption of the other being into self, is 
quite incompatible with the disinterested chai’acter. If a 
conscious agent can only be imagined as a separate and 
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co-existent part of self, is it not obvious all love not only 
springs from, but is in itself a modification of, self-love ? 
For boro the objijct is the same as the subject : and though 
tho logical distinction niontionod may bo a good justifi- 
cation of tho comirion \i.se of tho woi-ds, it is no reason 
against a stric.t pliilosoidiical accc])tation of them at lU'opor 
times and jdaces. Now I cannot obje(*.t to this alignment 
in toto. That is, I admit that if tho view I took of tho 
origin of symjiathy was (jorrect, all love is, in one sense, a 
modification of solf-lovo. Nor do I deny that self-love is 
perhaps as good a tenn to express this moaning as a 
philosox)hor could (ixpcct to find at his disposal. But I 
deny iJtogethor that this philosophical sense of the toim 
has an jdihing tc» do with the usual signification of self-love, 
or with the W(»rds interest, disinterested, sedfish, and the 
like. Nay, there is another impoiiiant portion of human 
nature to which some recent philosoj>hei*s liavo wished to 
confine these phrases. Popularly speaking, every feeling 
is selfish, or si)rings from self-love, which regards our own 
gi’atification as its end. But the philoso])her8 I allude to, 
wish to remove these w^ords to the vacant office of desig- 
nating, not our particular desfres and passions seeking 
their own gratification, but that more general desire for 
general well-being which arises out of those particular 
desires, and could not have subsisted without their pre- 
cedence. This is what Hartley calls “rational self- 
interest:” Butler, if I mistake not, “cool self-love,” and 
Mackintosh, “ desire of happiness.” It is easy to prove 
that this passion is not entitled to those lofty prerogative 
rights, which in common jiarlaiice are often attributed to 
self-love and tho desire of happiness. When Pascal says 
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it is to gain happiness that a man hangs himself,” it is 
easy to show that if by “hai>piness” he intended “tho 
greatest possible well-being,” nothing can bo more absnrd 
and untrue than the assoition. Wo hang ourselves to get 
rid of present uneasiness, not with a view to pennanont 
welfare. But it may surely bo permitted to doubt 
whether Pas(jal meant any such nonsense as the refutation 
supposes. However this may be, I think I have said 
feough to show, that in this acceptation of the word self- 
love, the act of sympathy has nothing to do with it. Oui* 
desii ‘0 of oui* neighbour’s pleasui’o, our grief for his.pain, 
are immediate passions acting upon an immediate object, 
and having no reference to the means of establishing an 
ultimate balance of pleasui'cs to ourselves. As to the 
popular sense, I have akoady shown that the term selfish 
is confined to that class of desires which aro' not esfeited 
bj^tho idea of another’s gratification. The distinction is 
in the nature of what the exciting idea represents, not in 
the mode of its rising, or the reasons of its efficiency. 
Now, although I have supposed it possible that the con- 
ception of a distinct conscious agent must pass through 
a pn)COSs of imagination and fooling boforo it can bo 
suflBciently reahsod to have any hold upon us, 1 must 
not be so misunderstood as to bo thought to deny the 
intellectual conception itself. It is because the intellect 
apprehends another agent, that this process may take 
place, not because it is incapable of such apprehension. 
I hold therefore that the notions here laid down con- 
cerning the composition of sympathy are not liable to the 
fatal accusation of being incompatible with the disin- 
terested character of the affections, in any sense, at least, 
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which can have a hearing upon practice. But I think it 
still a curious speculative question, whether there is not a 
species of self-love of a very primarj’^ formation, anterior 
indeed to everything in the soul (ennsidored as the subject 
of feeling) except the susceptibility of pleasure and pain. 
And I have my doubts whether the vast concourse of 
writers who speak of some such piTnciplo are faiily open, 
otherwise thtm through the imperiecrions and entangle- 
ments of language, to the impeachment of those modem 
reformers, who choose to restrain the words on which the 
debate turns, to a different, a limited, though I admit an 
impoi*taiit, part of our nature. 

ItVas my intention to have continued this Essay so as 
to exhibit the rise and progress of those pains and ploa- 
sui*es, aversiofls and desires, which arise in the soul in 
consoquonce of sjunpathy, and whoso peculiar force I 
should have shown to depend on the peculiar powers*of 
tho several feelings comiiosing sympathy. These may be 
comprised under the teims remorse and moral satisfaction, 
or any equivalent, there being no single word. I should 
then have detailed tho gi'adual generation of the virtues 
from tho primary feelings of sympathy, taking for my 
guide the principle of association. I should have shown 
gratitude, resentment, justice, veracity, inevitably result- 
ing from combinations of the primary pleasures and pains 
with their offspidng, sjunpathy, and with those reflex 
sentiments which regard it. 1 should have shown these 
sentiments oversluidowing the generated aifections as they 
had protected the parent one, and acquiring at every step 
additional force and authority. I should have attempted 
to prove that moral Approbation and blame are not 
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applied to agents and actions unconnected with oui'selves 
in virtue of any faculty of approving or any realist ideas of 
Eight and Wrong, hut by a simple extension of sympathy, 
strengthened as that passion has become by tho reaction 
of all the Hocondaiy aftections, according to the obvious 
nature of association. I should have spoken of tho self- 
regarding virtues, temperance, fortitude, prudence, and 
explained how far they come under the jurisdiction of the 
reflex sentiments. ^Finally, I should have endeavoured 
to express how sympathy receives its final consummation, 
and the moral sentiments their strongest sanction, Jrom 
the aid of religion, tho power which binds over again 
(roligai’e, according to some, is tho etymology of tho word) 
what tho bond of nature was unable adequately to secure. 
But these considerations 1 must leave to some other and 
more favourable oi)portunity. 
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There is in tho liuman mind a rcmarkahlo habit, which 
leads it to prefer in most cases the simide to the com- 
posite, and to despise a power acquired by combination 
in comparison wdth one original, and produced from 
unmixed eloftionts. Doubtless some good motives have 
had a share in forming this habit, but I suspect pride is 
answerable for nine-tenths of the formation ; especially 
when anything immediately belonging to ourselves is the 
circumstance, for which our curiosity requires an origin. 
Wherever we trace a continued series of ascending causes, 
we can hardly escape the conviction of our insignificance 
and entire dependence ; but if by any accident the chain 
is broken, if we see darkness beyond a particular link, we 
find it easy, and think it fine, to flatter ourselves into a 
belief of having found a beginning, and the nearer we 
bring it down to ourselves, the better satisfied we remain. 
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Traces of tliis prejudice may be obseiTed iii every walk 
of intellect : philosophy, as might bo expected, has boon 
the greabist sufferer; but criticism, history, and the 
whole pro^in(•(^ of Belles Lettres, have been visited in 
thoii* turn. One of its most amusing forms is to bo found 
in those writers, loss honest than patriotic, who are ready 
to invent a world of lic^s, for the pragmatical puiposo 
of showing the aboriginal distinctness of their national 
literature, and its complete independence of the provision 
of any other languages. They seem to imagine, that if 
they once prove the nations of the earth to have gipwn, 
like a sot of larches, each in its unbending porpondicular, 
and never encroaching on the measured interval that 
separates it from its neighbour, they have oroclod 
“ monumontum a)re perennius” to the character of 
human sociioty. But widely different from their fancy is 
the method of nature. Far more sublime is that process 
by which the few original elements of society are dashed 
and mingled with one another, severing for over and 
coalescing within a crucible of incessant operation, and 
producing at each successive point new combinations, 
which again, as simple substances, are made subservient 
to the prosp(Hitivo direction of the Great observant Mind, 
Is it wondcnful that, for the coUoction of comforts and 
luxuries, the spirit of commercial ontoi'prise has levelled 
the barriers of countries, and triumphed over the immen- 
sity of ocean ? And have we no admimtion in reserve for 
that commerce of mind, which has continued as it com- 
menced, without the forethought or intention of man, 
silently working, but uneningly, abating distances, 
u n i ti ng periods, harmonising the most opposed thoughts. 
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bringing the fervid meditations of the East to bear upon 
the rapid reason of the West, the stormy Northern temper 
to give and receive alteration from voluptuous languors 
of the Meridian ? Surely the consideration of this uni- 
versal find always progressive movement should make us 
examine the component parts of any rational literature 
with no exclusive and limited feeling (tbr the literature 
of a people is the expression of its character), and to 
asccrtiiiri, by correct analysis, the number and relative 
proportion of its elements ; to decide, by the application 
of historj^ from what juncture in social progress each 
particular comidcxion of sentiment has its origin, what is 
this but to become a spectator of new scenes in the Pro- 
vidential diaina: and with what feelings but those of 
reverence and a sense of beauty should their hannonious 
variety bo contemplated? Nor is this pleasure the 
peculiar poition of the speculative and secluded : it may 
be relished by all who have the advantage of a liberal 
education ; it may be freshly di-awn fr om the most obvious 
books, and even the common pai'lance of conversation; 
for we need only look to the different aspects of language, 
to bo perpetually reminded of those divers influences by 
which the national chaiacter has been modiffed. I open 
at hazanl a volume of Shakspeare, and I take for an 
instance the first passage that occurs : 

“ That man that sits within a monarch’s heart 
And rijHjns in the sunsliine of his favour, 

"Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 

Alack, what mischiefs might be set abroach 
In sliadow of such greatness ! With you. Lord Bishop, 

It is even so ; who hath not heard it spoken, 
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How deep you were within the books of God, 

To us the Speaker in his Parliament, 

To us the imagined voice of God himself ? 

The very o])cner and intelligencer 
Between the grace, the sanctities of licaven, 

And our dull workings ; oh who shall believe 
But you misuse the reverence of your place, 

Employ the countenance and grace of heaven, 

As a false favourite doth his prince’s name, 

In deeds dishonourable ? ” 

Henry IV., P. IL, A. iv., S. 2. 

In these lines (sixteen in number) wo shall find twenty- 
two words of Homan foimation, and but twenty-one 
(excluding connective words) of Teutonic. Of the foraier, 
again, five are proper to French; the rest having pro- 
bably passed through the medium of that language, but 
derived from a classical source. Among the last, one 
only is Greek; the others boar the imperial stamp of 
Eomo. The whole is a beautiful sjiecimen of pure English, 
and falls with complete, easy, uniform effect on the ear 
and mind. In this instance, and probably in any other 
we should select from the great master, the equipoise 
of southern and northern phraseology creates a natural 
harmony, a setting of full bass to keen treble, to destroy 
which altogether would bo one inevitable consequence of 
altering the proportion of these two elements. And is it 
not a noble thing, that the English tongue is, as it were, 
the common focus and point of union to which opposite 
beauties converge ? Is it a trifle that we temper energy 
with softness, strength with flexibility, capaciousness of 
sound with pliancy of idiom ? Some, I know, insensible 
to these virtues, and ambitious of I know not what 

i2 
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unattainablo decomposition, prefer to utter funeral praises 
over the grave of dopaiied Anglo-Saxon, or, starting with 
convulsive shudder, are ready to leap from suiTounding 
Latinisms into the kinched, sympathetic arms of modem 
Gem an. h’or myself, I neither share their regret nor 
their terror. Willing at all times to pay filial homage 
to the shades of Ilengist and Horsa, and to admit they 
have laid the base of our compound language ; or, if you 
will, have prepared the soil from which the chief nutri- 
ment of the goodly tree, our Biitish oak, must bo derived, 

I an>- yet proud to confess that I look with sentiments 
more exulting and more reverential to the bonds by 
which the law of the universe has fastened mo to my 
distant brethren of the same Caucasian race; to the 
privileges which I, an inhabitant of the gloomy Noith,* 
share in ('.ommon with climates imparadised in peii)etual 
BUinmer, to the universality and efficacy resulting from 
blended intelligence, which, while it endears in oui’ eyes 
the land of our fathers as a sent of peculiar blessing, tends 
to (devato and expand our thoughts into communion with 
humanity at largo; and, in the ‘‘sublimer simit” of the 
poet, to make us feel 

‘ ‘ That God is everywhere — the God who framed 
Mankind to he one mighty family, 

Himself our Father, and the world our home.” 

However surely the intercourse of words may indicate a 
coiTCsponding mixtoe of sentiment, yet these vaiiations 
of expression are far from being a complete measure of 
the interior changes. Man is a great talker, but how 
amaU the proportion of what he says to the ever-shifting 
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condition of his mental existence ! It is necessaiy to look 
abroad, and gather in evidence from events, if wo would 
foim a reasonable conjecture how much wo stand indebted 
to any one countiy for our literary glories, and for that 
spiiit, which not only produced them, but in some measui’o, 
since we are Englishmen, circulate through ourselves. I 
propose, therefore, to make a few obseiwations on that 
peculiar combination of thought, which resulted from the 
intercoui'so of Italian wiitors with our own ; first, about 
the time the House of Lancaster began to I’eign, the 
period of Chaucer ; and secondly, at that magnificent ora 
of genius, when the names of Hooker, Shakspeare and 
Bacon attest how much, under the auspices of the Pro- 
testant Queen, was effected for the sacred ideas of the 
good, the beautiful, and the true. The first point to be 
considered is the real character of Italian literatiire ; for 
we camiot measure its effect until we know its capacity. 
That language then, I may observe, a chosen vessel of some 
of the most glorious thoughts with which our finil nature 
has been inspiiod, was the last and most complete among 
the several tongues that arose out of the confusion of 
northern barbaiians with their captives of the conquered 
empire. For a long time alter that signal revolution, the 
municipal spirit, which kept the inhabitants of ono town 
distinct from those of another, as regards maniages, 
social intercourse, and the whole train of ordinaiy life, 
prevented the various patois, included under the general 
name of Eomane, from coalescing into regular languages. 
The mandates of government, the decisions of law, the 
declarations of religion, whatever was in its nature more 
important, and was intended to coerce a larger aggregate; 
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these* were by general custom rosorvod to Latin, barbarous 
indeed, and as inelegant as impure, but still Jjatiii in 
the main, and distinguishable by a broad line from tho 
dialects that swarmed in tho villages. Tho few wretched 
attoini>ts at i)oelry thrit octjasionally occur in this period 
of utter darkiuiss, are always in a Latin form; and the 
tact that tliis is true, even of soldiers’ ballads, is decisive 
as to tho extreme infantine weakness of tliose forms of 
speech, which wore so soon to arise from tlioii- illiterate 
and base condition, to cxi)ross in voices of thunder and 
music the wants and tendencies of a new civilisation, 
and to animate with everlasting vigour tho intoUect of 
mankind. At length, however, after five centuiies of 
proi)aratoiy ignoraiu'-o, tho flame burst from beneath the 
ashes, never again to Imj overcome. About tho same timo 
in different pai*ts of France, a distinct, soivicoahle and 
caj)acious fonn was assumed by the Provenyfil and Homan 
Wallou, or, as they are usually calle^d, tho Langue d’Oc 
and Langue d’Oil. Tho fonnor especially began to offer 
the phenomenon of a now literatui c, dependent for nothing 
on monastic erudition, but fresh from tho workings of 
untaught nature, impressed with tho stamp of existing 
manners, and reacting upon them by exciting tho ima- 
gination, and directing the feelings of the pooi)le. A 
thousand i)oets sprang up, as at an enchanter’s call; the 
distinctions of rank and wealth were levelled by- this 
more honourable ambition ; many wore the proud feudal 
barons, who struck the minstrel lyre with emulative, 
often with triumphant touch ; nor few were the gallant 
princes, who sought in “lou gai saber” the solace of 
their cares, and the refinement of their martial tempers. 
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Frederic Barbarossa, Bicbard of Fiiigland ! Those at th(* 
head of tho list, who could think it a disgrace to follow V 
After these it is almost idlo to reckon up othtjr royal 
poets — ^Alfonso and l*edro of Arragon, Frederic of Sicily, 
the King of Thossalonica, the Marquis do Montferrat, the 
I)aui)hm of Auvergne, the Fi’inco of Orange — ^all were 
anxious “ d(5 trouver goiitiment en vers,” and some, we 
are assured, showed their pre-eminence of imait. In 
l)ropoHion to the development of Bomano literature, the 
characteristics of tho romantic spirit became more distinct. 
These may bo arranged under four classes, constituting tho 
four great elements of modem civilisation : Chiistianity, 
as proseiwed in Catholicism ; the Teutonic princajde, ani- 
mating the Northern (iountiies immediately, the Southern 
loss directly, and less for<dbly through tho invasion of the 
barbarians ; tho Bom an, of whi(*K we must say exactly 
the reverse, that it was indigenous to the Southern 
nations, and diffused only by military oc,cuj)atioii over 
some Teutonic trib(3s ; lastly, tho Oriental, derived from 
the Arabians, and circulating especially through tliose 
provinces of Europe, least remote from tho extensive 
territories of their splendid domination.* Separate as 
these sources appear, it is certain tho streams that issued 
from them had a common tendency, so that each seems 
only to strengthen what without it might erpially have 
existed. The four moving principles consolidated their 

* I have here taken no notice of the Celtic cliarficter, because 
I confess I cannot lierceivc any i>ali)able results of it in the new 
literature. I am awtire, however, that there is a party amongst 
our literati, which i^rofesses to support the claims of the Celts to a 
larger portion of influence than is commonly ascribed to them. 
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energies in two great results, enthusiasm for individual 
prowess, and enthusiasm for the female charactei’. Ima- 
gination clothed these with form, and that foim was 
chivalry. The Knight of La Mancha, who sought heroes 
in peasants, and giants in windmills, was not more 
deplorably mistaken than some modem sulventui’ors, who 
endeavoured to fix an historical period, at wliich the 
feats of knight-eiTantry may have actually occiUTed. In 
truth, feudality and chivaliy coiT(}si)ond as real and ideal. 
The wild energetic viriues of baronial chieftains were 
purified from their heavy alloy, and sublimated into 
models of comleous valour, by those pious frauds of 
imagination, which ameliorate the future while they 
disguise the past. In the midst of a general dissolution 
of manners (the gi’cater jiari being alike ignorant of a 
comprehensive morality, and neglectful of religious injunc- 
tions, which the cnjoincrs were the first to disobey), the 
orient light of Poetry threvr a full l adiancc.* on the natural 
heart of woman, and, as in the other sex, created the high 
sense of honour it pretended to find. I have said that 
all the four agencies I have mentioned liad their share 
in impressing this direction on the rcsui*gent genius of 
Europe. Can it bo doubted that the spirit of revealed 
religion, however little imderstood, wrought in the heart 
of man a reverence for the weaker sox, both as teaching 
him to consider their equality with him in the sight of 
God, and the privileges of Christian life, and as encou- 
raging in himself those mild and tender qualities, which 
are tlie especial glory of womanliood ? Can it be doubted, 
that if this were the tendency of Christianity, yet more 
emphatically it was tho tendency of Catholicism ? The 
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inordinate esteem for chastity; the solemnity attached 
to conventual vows; tho interest taken in those fair 
saints, on whom tho Church has confciTcd beatitude, that 
after conquciing tho temptations of earth they might be 
able to succour tho tempted ; above all the worship of the 
Virgin, tho (biecn of Heaven, supposcxl more lenient to 
sinners for tho lenity of her sox ; and more powerful in 
their redemption by her claim of maternal authority over 
her Almighty Son — those articles of a most unsciiptund, 
but very beautiful mythology, could not bo established in 
general belief without investing the feminine eliaracter 
with ideal splendour and loveliness. But, as an English- 
man, 1 should feel mj^self guilty of ingratitude towards 
tho Goths, my ancestors, if 1 did not recall to mind that 
they wore always honourably distinguished from thcii’ 
neighbours by a more noble view’ of tho domestic relation ; 
and it is not pc'rfiaps a chimerical belief that the terms 
of humble homage, w’ith w’hich cavaliers of th(' middle 
ages addi’essod tho objects of their admiration, may have 
found a precedent in tho language of those ancient w’ar- 
riors, who defied tho colossal sovereignty of Borne, but 
bont "with generous humility l>cforo tho beings who ow’cd 
to them thoir safety, whom they considered as tho 
favourites of heaven, the toncments of freciucnt inspira- 
tion. Tho love, how^ovor, w’hich animated tho Troubadours 
was not only humble and devotional, but passionate and 
energetic. Wliile they exalt thoir object to the rank of 
an angel, they would not have her cease to bo a w’oman. 
Hero other influouces bocomo porcoptiblo, the w^ann tem- 
peraments of Italy and S2)ain, and the wdld impetuosity 
of Eastern passion. To Islam, indeed, tho Chiistian 
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civilisation of Europe owes more than might on fii-st 
thoughts be imagined.* In the fonns of Arabic imagina- 
tion appeared most j^robably tho first pattern of that 
amoK)us mysticism I have boon describing, since the 
immemorial customs of their race suiii)lied them with 
many of those reverential habits, to which, in tho West, 
I have assigned different causes. Slavoiy, and that to 
our ideas most revolting, is tho general condition of the 
sex in all Asiatic countries ; yet within this cooi’cive circle 
is another in which the relation is almost reversed ; and 
tho seraglio, which seems a i)iison witht)ut the walls, 
within might present the appc^arance of a temple. The 
cares, the sufferings, the dangers of common life, approach 
not the sacred precinct in which tho Mussulman preserves 
tho idol of his affections from ’vulgar gazo. Ai’t and 
luxury are made to minister peri)etually to her enjoy- 
ment. Hlavcjs must become more stu'vile in her j)resenco ; 
flatter}” must be pitched in a higher key, if offered to 
her acceidance. Customs like thesij, however ])ernicious 
to society, are certainly not incapable of channing tho 

* I do not wish to be understood as adoiitinf” in its full extent 
the theory of Warburton and Warton, that all marks of Orientalism 
occuning in romantic literature came by direct transmission 
through the Saracens. It hjis been am])ly shown by many writers, 
since the days of Warton, that much will still remain nnficcounted 
for, which can only be referretl t.o the essential Asiatic character of 
the whole race, now in possession of Euroj»e. Hut on the present 
occasion I shall not be exfiectcd to enter into so abstruse a question 
us that of the community of fiction : It is sufficient for my ]»urpose 
that the Saracen influence is an undoubted fact, although some have 
injudiciously extended this fact to circumstances which arc beyond 
its legitimate reach. 
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imagination, and of giving it that peculiar turn which 
wo find in tho Gazeles of Persian pootry, tho Cassides 
of Arabian, and tho forms of which were eaily adopted 
by the congenial spirits of Ihwence and Castillo. Still 
more evident is the influentje of Mahommedauism on tho 
delicate lefineinents of wai-fare, which formed the other 
element of chivalr>% and the conscnpicnt heroic stylo of 
comjiosition. Prom the time that with the reign of the 
Abbassides began the splendid period of Arabian lite- 
rature and stieiice, what more familiar to Christian cars 
than the illustrious notions of coui*tesy, and honour, 
which adorned tho naiTativos of those itinerant E;istei’n 
reciters, seldom absent from European courts, and wel- 
come alike to tho festiye hall, or tho retii’cments of 
listening beauty ? Nor were op})oi’tunitics long wanting 
of personal on(.'ountor with those lordly chihb'on of tho 
Crescent, who wore so prosiunptuous as to outsliino in 
virtue the devoted servants of Home. The close of the 
eleventh ccntiu’y is memorable for tho great contest in 
Spain, wliich tonninated in the captim) of Toledo, and the 
reduction of all Now Castillo midcr tho sway of Alfonso 
tho Sixth. This was indoetl a •noble struggle, and even 
at tliis distance of time may well make us glow with 
exultation. Prom all paits of I’hirojxi Hocked tho bravest 
knights t<j the standard of the Cid : to their imdoubting 
imaginatiems the ndigion of Ihe world was at issue, the 
kingdoms of God and Satan wi'ro nu^t in visible collision : 
yet the mutual admimtion of heroic si)iiits was too 8ti*ong 
to bo repressed, and neither party B(‘rui)h3d to emulate the 
virtues which they condemned as the vai’iiish of i)ordition. 
Tho Christian population of Castillo and Aiiugon had long 
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been exposed to the huTnanising influences of Moorish 
cultivation : not for nothing had the dynasty of the 
Ommiades been established, or the kingdom of G-renada 
flourished : nor if the successors of Abdorainan wore un- 
able to withstand the flower of Castillian cliivaliy, should 
we in justice forget, that they had tempered the weapons 
by which they were overcome ; and had they done loss 
for humanity, they miglit have prospered better for them- 
selves. The issue of tliis war, favourable as it was to the 
cause of Christendom, seiTcd to increase tind diffuse this 
refined valour, and the literary culture whi(.*h had fostered 
it. foe conqueror of Toledo gave the noble (jxample of 
an entire toleration ; a numeix)us Moorish poj)ulatiou con- 
tinued to live with the Christian occui)ants ; and, while 
they mingled in their pursuits, imparied largely the 
spirit of their otvti. The schcxds and learned institutions 
retained their dignities : the Mozarabs took rank in the 
court and the army ; and when the Fr(‘nch cavaliers 
returned to their native land, when llaymond of Iku’ce- 
lona obtained the crown of Provence, the good effects of 
their expedition soon became visible in softened preju- 
dices, enlarged imaginations, and a more ardent love of 
letters.* The influence of the East was not, however, 

* In a very few years this intimacy with Easteni eiistoms was 
renewed. The Crusades were jirctichcd, and a^ain the Christian 
cause was set to the peril of the sword. It is iiecdless to remark 
what a wonderful effect they must liave i»roduced in bringing the 
European nations into close contact with one anotlicr, and with that 
common enemy, who was in fact their Iwst friend. The Crusades 
form, as might he expected, the most common topic of Provenval 
poetry, during the 12th and 13th centuries. The subjects of 
Trouveur fiction also experienced a sudden change. The achieve- 
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confined to the 8001*61 moulding of mind; it displayed 
itself in the outward forms of literary composition, few 
of whicdi ure not hoiTowod fnim Arabia. The tale, or 
novel, that most delightful vehicle of amusing instruction, 
affording such a range to inventive fancy, and pliable to 
such a variety of style, was undoubtedl)^ rendenjd fashion- 
able by the reciters I have ah-cady immtioned. All the 
light and gracofiil iiiacliiiiery of enchantment, the name 
and attributes of faerie (certainly the most chamiing 
exi)cdient liver thought of to satisfy the human ])rop(‘nsity 
to poljiiheism vuthout inclining the sin of idolatry^, are 
owed to those ingenious tinvcdlers, who little thought, 
when tht*y roccsii'od their dole of lecompenso from some 
iniiierious lord, whoso care they had contributed to relax, 
what a bounty, beyond all reconiiienso, they wex'o invo- 
luntarily bi 5 stowiug on the generations about to succeed 
to this AVestern inheritance. Tliero was a yet more 
imporiant transmission from the Levant, whicli decided 
the whole bent of modern poetry, J mean the use, at 
least the extensive and varied use, of rhyme.* This 

mcnt8 of Artlmr and Oharhunagne were for^jotten ; the quest of the 
S. Grejil was ubandoned ; and in the words of Warton, “Trebisond 
took place of Ronc'csvalles. " 

* Rhyme has been ssiid to contain in itself a constant appeal to 
memory and hope. This is true of all verse, of all harmonised 
sound ; but it is certainly made more ]wili»able by the recurrence of 
tcrmiiiaiion. The dullest senses can jierceive {in identity in that, 
and be jileased with it : but tbe jmrtijil identity, latent in more 
diffused resemblances, requiivs, in order to l»e {ippreciated, a soul 
susceptible of musical im]n*essloii. The ancienhs disdained a mode 
of pleasure, in appe{imnce so little elev{ited, so ill adapted for effects 
of art ; but they knew not, and with their metrical harmonies, 
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appears to be the creation of Southern climates : for the 
Southern languages abound in vowels, and rhyme is the 
resonance of vowels, while the Noi-theni overflow with 
consonants and naturally fall into alliteration. Thus, 
although it is a great mistake which some writers have 
fallen into, the considering rhyme as almost unknown to 
the poetry of the Gothic races, we may fairly consider 
it as transported with them in their original migration 
from their Asiatic birth-place, while the alliteration, so 
common among them, a])pears a natural product of their 
now locality. N() poetry, however, in the world was so 
founded on rhyme as the Arabian ; and some of its most 
complicated were transfeiTod without alteration to the 
Langue d’Oc, previous to their obtaining immortality in 
the hands of Danto and Petrarca. Those ingenious turns 
of fancy, so remarkable in the Eastcim style, were also 
eagerly adopted by om^ Western imitiitors. But they 
imitated with a noble freedom and gracetulness : it seemed 
*tho natural mould of their minds. The subtlety of per- 
ception, and, at the same time, the spoiriveness, that 
wore requisite for the management of those compositions, 
is not the loss curious and admirable in itself, that it was 
employed on classesof resemblance, which our more en- 
larged knowledge considers as unsubstantial and minute. 
The interval that separates the arnrMH of that era from 
the frigid sparkles of some modem wits, is generally 
commensurate with the eternal division of tmth from 
falsehood, strength from weakness, beauty from deformity. 

perfectly suited, as these were, to their habitual moods of .feeling, 
they were not likely to know the real capacities of this u])parently 
simple and vulgar combination. 
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Where the intellect waxes vigorous, without any large 
support from what has been termed “ bookmindednes%” 
it cannot but spend its vivacity on repeated and Ikntastic 
modifications of its small capital of ideas. There may 
be poverty of thought, in so far as there are few objects 
of thought, but tho character of the thinking faculty is 
not poor ; and hence there is a freshness about the far- 
fetched combinations of these poets, which makes them 
true to nature, oven when to prosaic eye they seem most 
unnatural. 

I have thus endeavoured to trace tho elemei^ts of 
romantic literature, in their first state of composition 
under tho auspices of meny Jonglerie: in describing 
them I have, in fact, been analysing tho Italian, for all 
the wealth of Provence accrued to tho more fortunate 
writers of the Peninsula, who, while they lost nothing on 
that side, were at libei'ty to add immensely from another. 
The thii'teonth contuiy witnessed a downfal to I’rovon^al 
glory yet more sudden and sur|)rising than its nso. The 
bai’barous war against tho Albigenses laid desolate the 
seats of this literature ; and the extinction of tho houses 
of Provence and Toulouse reduced tho Langue d’Oc, 
which for tho space of tluoo centuiie® had sat at tho right 
hand of kings, with nations for her worshippers, and had 
said, like tho daughter of tho Chaldeans, “I shall be a 
lady for ever,” to tho condition of a d()pendant menial in 
the coiuis of her haughty rival. Meanwhile tho “ lingua 
cortigiana,” gradually extricating itself fi:oin those pocu-^ 
liarities of idiom which rendered tho inhabitants of one 
Italian district unintelligible to those of another, assumed 
the rank of a written language, and began with bettor 



12S 


OEATION ON THE INFLUENCE OF 


omens to canyon that war against tho insolent Langue 
dIOil) which the successors of Sordol and Amaud do 
Maryeil had ceased to maintain. If I wero asked to 
name the reasons which gave this language so im- 
measurable an ascendancy over its forerunner, I should 
say there are two, both arising from its geographical 
position. Italy had boon the seat of the ancient Empire ; 
it was that of Catholic religion. Not only would the 
recovery of those lost treasures of heathen civilisation, the 
poets, historians, and philosophers of 0 niece and Rome, 
naturally take place in tho country where most of them 
were buried ; but there is over a latent symjiathy in tho 
mind of a posterity, which recognises with an instinctive 
gladness the feelings of their ancestors, when disclosed 
to them in books or other monuments. Who can doubt 
that tho minds of Italians would s])iing nj) to meet the 
utterance of Cicero, Livy, and Yirgil, with a far deeper 
and stronger sense of community, than any other nation 
could have done ! * Therefore they not only acquired 
new objects of thought at tho revival of literature, but 
they felt their own thought expanded and miraculously 
strengthened. This, then, I assign as the fii-st reason 
of the superiority we perceive in Italian, that it had a 
ca 5 )acity of taking into itself, into its own young and 
creative vigour, tho whole height, breadth, and depth of 
human knowledge, as it then stood. My second reason is 

* What a beautiful symbol of this truth is contained in that 
canto of the ** Purgatorio ” which relates the meeting lietween 

Sordel and Virgil* Centuries, and the mutations of centuries lapse 
into nothing before that strong feeling of homogeneity which bursts 
forth in the **0 Mantovauo I *’ 
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that Italy was the centre and home of the Catholic Faith. 
An Italian, whatever might be his moral disposition, felt 
his dignity bound up in some sort with the name and 
cause of Christianity. Was not the Pope the Bishop 
of Borne ? and in that word Rome there was a spell of 
sufficient strength to secure his imagination against all 
heresies and schisms. Again, the sidendours and pomps 
of the daily worship ; the music and the incense, and the 
beautiful saints and the tombs of mai-tyrs — ^what strong 
hold must they have taken on the feelings of every 
Italian! It is true the profligacies of the Papal court, 
and many other circumstances, had gone to weaken the 
undoubting faith of Euiope before the thirteenth century; 
but at that period, by the institution of Mendicant Orders, 
a fresh impulse was given to the human heart, ever 
parched and dying of thirst when religion is made a 
mockery. St. Francis has a claim upon our literary 
gratitude, rather more substantial, though less precise 
in form, than his reported invention of the versi sciolti. 
It seems clear, that the spirit awakened in Italy, through 
his means and those of St. Dominic, prepared the Italian 
mind for that vigorous assertioh of Christianity, as the 
head and front of modem civilisation, the peipetually pre- 
siding genius of our poetry, our art, and our philosophy. 
These, then, I consider the two directive principles of 
their literature : the first a full and joyous reception of 
former knowledge into their own very different habits 
of knowing; the second a deep and intimate impression 
of forms of Christianity. The combined operation of the 
two is seen in their love-poetry, which dwells ** like a star 
apart,” separated by broad spaces of distinction from 

K 
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every expression of that sentiment in other languages. 
Its base is undoubtedly the l^oubadour poetry, of which 
1 have already spoken, but upon this they have reared 
a splendid edifice of Platonism, and surmounted it with 
the banner of tho cross. In his treatise '^De Yulgari 
Eloquentia,” Dante , assorts of tho Lingua di Si, that 
even before the date of his own writings, qui dulcius, 
subtiHusque poetati sunt, ii familiares ot domestici sui 
sunt.” 1 think we cannot road the poems of Cino da 
Pistoia, or either Ghiido, without perceiving this early 
superiority and more masculine turn of thought. But it 
was not in scattered sonnets that the whole magnificence 
of that idea could bo manifested, which represents love 
as at once the base and pyi'amidal point of the entire 
universe, and teaches us to regard the earthly union of 
souls, not as a thing accidental, transitory, and dependent 
on the condition of human society, but with far higher 
import, as the best and tho appointed symbol of our 
rdations with God, and through them of his own ineffable 
essence. In tho “Divine Comedy,” this idea received its 
full completeness of form ; that wonderful work of which, 
to speak adequately, we must borrow the utterance of its 
conceiving mind. 

“La gloria di colui, che tutto mnovc, 

Per raniverso penctra, e risplende. 

In tina* parte pid, e meno altrove."* 

This is not the occasion for entering into a criticism, or 
detailed encomium of Dante ; I only wish to point him 
out as an entire and plenary representation of the ItaUan 


* D. C. Paradiso, c. i., v, 1. 



ITALIAN WORKS OP IMAGINATION. 


131 


mind, a summary in his indiyidual self of all the elements 
I have been describing, which never before had co-existed 
in unity of action, a signal point in the stream of time, 
showing at once how much power was at that exact season 
aggregated to the human intolloct, and what direction was 
about to bo impressed upon it by the “rushing mighty 
wind,” the spirit of Christianity, under whose conditions 
alone a new literature was become possible. Petrarch 
appears to me a corollary from Dante; the same spirit 
in a different mould of individual character, and that a 
weaker mould ; yet bettor adapted, by the circumstitnces 
of its position, to diffuse the great thought which pos- 
sessed them both, and to call into existence so great a 
number of inferior recipients of it, as might affect insen- 
sibly, but sui*ely, tho course of general feeling. Petrarch 
was far from apprehending either his own situation, or 
that of mankind, with any thing like tho clear vision of 
Dante, whom he affected to undervalue, idly striving 
against that destiny which ordained their co-operation. 
His life was restless and perjdexod; that continual craving 
for sympathy, taking* in its lighter moods the foim and 
name of vanity, which drove him, as ho teUs us himself, 
“from town to town, fixjm country to country,” would 
have rendered him incapable of assuming tho decisive, 
initiatory position which was not difficult to bo maintained 
by the proud Ghibellino spiiit, who depended so little on 
others, so much on his own undfiuntod energies. On that 
ominous morning, when the recluse of Arqua expired, his 
laurelled bi-ow reposing on tho volume ho was reading, 
the vital powers of Italian poetry seemed suspended with 
bis own. Tho form indeed remained unaltered ; so perfect 

K 2 
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was the state of polished cultivation in which he left it, 
that, oven when the info rmin g genius was departed, we 
may say of it as his own phrase, ** Death appeared lovely 
in that lovely flBUJe.” “When, after a long interval, inspi- 
ration ^returned under the auspices of Lorenzo the 
Magnificent, the lineaments of that countenance had 
undergone a change, and thoir divinity was much abated. 
Much indeed had been going on in Europe, that could not 
but withdraw men from that state of fooling, which pro- 
duced the creators of Tuscan poetry. The lays of the 
Troubadours wore now forgotten ; the very shade of what 
once was Arabian greatness Was passing away; ancient 
literature had become familiar and almost trite; the 
republican spirit of Italy was on the dedino ; the courtly 
idiom of Paris reigned in undisputed supremacy ; its ease 
and gaiety, its exuberance and inventive narration, its 
treasures of old chivalrous loro, its rude but fascinating 
attempts at dramatic composition, its perfect pliancy to 
that worldly temper which would pass life off as a jest ; 
all this good and evil together began to give it an 
ascendancy over the mind of Europe^ already far advanced 
on the road of civilisation. The poetry of Pulci, Boiardo, 
Ariosto and Tasso, seems to me expressive of this change 
in men’s ways of thinking and feeling. I do not mean 
that they are not thoroughly and genuinely Italian ; that 
their poems, especially the immortal works of Ariosto and 
his rival, are not rich in manifold beauties; but that 
there is a laxity, a weakness of tone, in the deeper portion 
of their poetic nature; that theii* efforts are more 
scattered, and seem to obey less one mighty governing 
impulse, thafl was the case with the earlier masters ; that, 
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in a word, there was far less genial power, although 
peyhaps far more brilliancy of execution. I would borrow 
the phraso of Brutus, and say, “ I do not love these less, 
but Dante and Petrarch more.” I feel, in passing ftom 
one to the other, exactly the same difiPerenco of impression, 
with which I should turn to a picture, of Guido, Dome- 
nichino, or any other Bolognese painter, after contem- 
plating the pure glories of old Tuscan or Gorman art. I 
know nothing more difficult to define than the quality and 
limits of this difference ; to consider it indeed would lead 
into higher questions, than may be agitated on this 
occasion. This much, however, seems certain. There is 
in man a natural life, and there is also a spiritual : art, 
which holds the mirror up to nature, is then most perfect, 
when it gives back the image of both. 

Having thus endeavoured to ascertain the true character 
of Italian literatiu’o, I come now to consider this character 
in conjunction with the writings of Englishmen, confining 
the enquiry, as I have hitherto done, to the products of 
imagination, because in these alone such influences as 
extend beyond palpa^jjo imitation become perceptible, and 
because I do not find that any historical or philosophical 
Italians have materially affected, in any way, the htorature 
of other countries. Eirst, then, as in liege duty bound, 
lot us look upwards to that serene region, “pure of cloud,” 
wherein is revealed the form of Chaucer, our beautiful 
morning star, whose beams earliest bi’eaking through the 
dense darkness of our northoni Paniassus, did so pierce 
and dissipate its clouds, adorning their abrupt edges with 
golden lining of dawn, 

That all the orient laughed at the sight," 
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He indeed delighted to attend “ the nods and becks and 
wreathed smiles,” with which the Gallic Muse invited 
young imaginations to follow her to those coasts of old 
Eomance, where sometimes were seen the tourneys and 
courtly pomp of Arthur or Charlemagne, sometimes the 
mystic forms of Allegory, clothing in persuasive shape 
the incorporeal loveliness of Truth. The Languo d’Oil, 
fall of a wild freshness that proclaimed its origin in the 
triumphant settlement of the Northmen, abounded in 
rich and fanciful fables, which found a congenial response 
on this side of the Channel. The conquest of I^oitou and 
Guienne during Chaucer’s lifetime, by the warriors of 
Crecy and Poitiers, throw open those other stores, of 
which I have already spoken so largely : many Proven9al 
poets followed the Black Prince to his father’s court to 
enjoy their royal patronage and general favoui’. We need 
only cast a hasty glance over the pages of Chaucer, to 
perceive how readily he di’ank at both these sources, 
especially the first, which indeed ever since the conquest 
had been a spring of refreshment to English minds.' 

* Mr. Wordsworth, on being asked wheif the French jKJetry was to 
be sought for, is said to have replied, In the old Chronicles.” I 
believe that a more assiduous study of early French literature, than 
is common at present, would be repiiid by the discovery of much 
poetic beauty, not merely in prosiic forms, but alluring us by varied 
graces of metrical arrangement. I hope my readers will bear in 
mind, tliat 1 have been speaking on this occasion of two separate 
Frances : the one, the country of William de Lorris and Froissart, 
justly venerated by our Chaucers, our Gowers, our Lydgates, and 
the other racy thinkers of Norman England ; the other, a much 
later invention, retaining few features, except such as were negative, 
of the Langue d’Oil, the country of Roileau and Voltaire, essentially 
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But we sliall perceive also a vein of stronger thought 
and chaster expression than wore common in Cisalpine 
countries: we shall recognise the subduing, yet at the 
same time elevating x)ower, which passed into his soul 
fiom their spirits, who just before the season of his great- 
ness had “enlumined Italic of pootrie.” We know that 
he travelled to that land : 

* ‘ Quin et in has olim prevenit Tityms oras.” * 

We have on record his admiration of “Francis Petrarke, 
the laureate Poet,” and of that other wise poet of Flo- 
rence, “ hight Dantes.” From Boccaccio he imitated, 
as masters alone imitate, that incomparable composition, 
“The Knighto’s Tale,” also the beautiful story of “ Grri- 
seldis,” and probably the “Troilus and Crosseide.” In 
the latter he has inserted a sonnet of Petrarch ; but it is 
not so much to his direct adoptions that I refer, as to the 
general modulation of thought, that clear softness of his 
images, that energetic self-possession of his conceptions, 
and that melodious repose in which are hold together all 
the emotions ho delineates. The distinct influence of the 
Italian character is more evident with respect to the 
father of our poetry, than afterwards vuth respect to 
Spenser and his contemporaries, precisely because it was 
in the first period more i)uro in itself, and had admitted 
little of the Northern romance. The second development 
of the Italian poetry was, as wo have seen, formed out 

hostile to the higher imagination, although possessed of advantages 
for discursive writings which I have mentioned further on. 

* Milton ad Mansum., v. 34, as well os Spenser, give Chaucer 
the name of Tityms. 
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of the old chivalrous stories, and may bo considered as 
formed on the Norman French, just as the first had boon 
on tho Provencal. It came, therefore, bearing its own 
recommendation, to our Norman laud : exactly the same 
part of our i^tional tompor now caught with oagomess 
at Ariosto and Tasso, which in loss civilised times had 
delighted in tho Bmt d’Angletorre, or the Eoman de la 
Eoso. No sooner had tho mighty spirit of tho Protestant 
Eefoimation awakened all dormant energies and justified 
aU lofty aspirations, than litcratm'o of aU sorts, but 
especially poetry, began t() arise in England ; and one of 
its first results, or stops of progress, was to bring us into 
close communication with this second school of Trans- 
alpine poets. Ascjhain, in his “Scholemastor,*^ informs 
us, that about this time an infinite number of Italian 
books wore translated into English. Amongst those were 
many novels which are weU known to form the ground- 
work of, perhaps, the lai'gor part of our early drama, 
including Shakspeare. It should seem too that oui* 
metrical language acquired many improvements from 
this study. Waiion assures us, that “tho poets in tho 
age of Elizabeth introduced a groat variety of measures 
from tho Italian ; particularly in the lyidcal pieces of that 
time, in their canzonets, madrigals, devises and opitha- 
lamiums.” It is needless to multiply instances of so 
palpable a fact as is tho Italian tone of sentiment in those 
groat writers to whom we owe almost every thing. What 
soothed the solitary hours of Surrey with a more powerful 
magic than Agrippa could have shown him?* What 

* Tho merciless blows levelled by editorial scepticism at the 
romantic story of Surrey have finished, it seems, by destroying 



ITALIAN WORKS OF IMAGINATION. 


13 ? 


comforted the noble Sidney when he sought refuge in 
flight from the dangerous kindness of his too beautiful 
Stella ? What potent charm could lure that genius, whose 
ambitious grasp an Eldorado had hardly sufficed, to utter 
his melodious plaint over “ the grave where iaura lay ?” 
From what source of perpetual freshness did Fletcher 
nourish his tenderness of soul, his rich pictorial powers, 
his deep and varied melodies ? And what shall not be 
said of him, whose song was moralised by “fierce wars 
and faithful loves,” that “ sage, serious Spenser ” of whom 
Milton speaks, and whom ho “ dai*es bo known to think a 
better teacher than Scotus or Atpiinas ? ” It is worthy of 
romai’k that Sponsor, attached as he was to the wilder 
strains of the chi^frous epic, has not, like most of his 
time*, neglected the higher mood of the early Florentines. 
The Ilymns to Ileavonly Love and Beauty, and many 
parts of the Fairy Queen, especially the sixth canto of the 
Third Book, attest how thoroughly he felt the spirit of 
Petrarch, whom the generality of those writers seem to 
have known only thi’ough the Potrai’chisti, so little do 
they comprehend ■what they profess to copy. It would 
have been strange, however, if, in the most universal 
mind that over existed, there had been no express recog- 
nition of that mode of sentiment, which had first asserted 
the character, and designated the direction, of modem 
literature. I cannot, help considering the sonnets of 
Shakspoare as a sort of homage to the Genius of Christian 
Europe, necessarily exactotl, although voluntarily paid 

the real Geraldine, as they l)egan by dissipating her illusive sem- 
blance. See the last edition of Lord Surrey’s poems, in Pickering’s 
** Aldine Poets.’* 
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before be was allowed to take in band tbe sceptre of bis 
endless dominion. 1 would observe too, that the structure 
of these sonnets is peifectly Tuscan, except in tbe par- 
ticular of the rhymes, a deviation perhaps allowable to 
the different form of our language, although the examples 
of Milton and Wordsworth have sufficiently shown that it 
is far from indispensable. It is not easy to assign just 
limits to that glorious ora, which with rightful pride we 
denominate the Elizabethan: but perhaps we may con- 
sider that strange tribe of poems inappropriately styled 
by Johnson the Metaphysical, as a prolongation of its 
inferior characteristics little calculated to form a fabric of 
themselves, although adiniiably adapted for ornament and 
relief. In some of these, however, tlftre is a fervour and 
loyalty of feeling, which show that the impression of the 
better Italian spirit was not effaced, although in constant 
danger of yielding to cumbrous subtleties of the under- 
standing. I would in particular name Habington’s ** Oas- 
tara,” as one of those works which make us proud of 
living in the same land, and inheriting the same associa- 
tions, with its true-hearted and simple-minded author. 
The Eestoration of Charles II. was the trumpet of a great 
woe to tho poetry of England : from this time we may date 
the extinction of tho Italian influence, as a national feel- 
ing, however it may occasionally bo visible in the writings 
of scattered individuals.* But before the guardian angel 

* Dryden, who led up the death-dance of Parisian foppery and 

wickedness, could not escape from his better nature, his strong 
conservative remnant of good old English feeling : but I see scarce 
any direct influence of the Italians in his writings. Of Fopoi 
Thomson, Toung, Goldsmith, Akenside, nothing can be said. 
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of our land resigned for a season his flaming sword, 
unable to prevent the entrance of that evil snake, who 
over watches round the enclosure of this island paradise, 
and seeks, by variation of shape, sometimes elevating a 
crest of treacherous lily whiteness, sometimes smoothing 
a polished coat of thi’ee magical hues, to introduce, as best 
he may, his malign presence into the abode of liberty 
and obedience — ^before, I say, the higher literature of 
England became subject to Paris, its fainting energies 
were gathered up into one gigantic effort. Milton, it ^s 
been well said, constitutes an ora by himself : no category 
of a class can rightly include him : we see at once in 
reading him, that he lives not in a gonial ago, and, unlike 
his^predecessors, in whom knowledge as well as feeling 
has an air of spontaneity, ho seems obliged to keep his 
will m a state of constant juidividod activity, in order to 
hold in subsorvieiico the reluctantly ministering spiiits of 
the outward and inwai’d world. But in so far as this per- 
petually exerted energy has chosen for itself the place 
whereon it will act, it certainly biings him into close 

The tesselated mind of Gray is partly made up of Italian reading : 
but there is too little vitality in his elegant appropriations to be 
communicative of life to that surrounding literature, which he had 
sense enough in some things to despise, but not strength enough 
to amend. In the iiresent century we have seen a very successful 
attempt to transfer the light and gniceful sportiveuess of the 
Bemesque style into the weightier framework of our own language. 
I allude to Mr. Frere’s Whistlecnift, and the more celebrated pro- 
ductions of a late eminent genius, never perhaps so thoroughly 
master of himself as when indulging a vein of bitter mockery and 
sarcasm on subjects naturally calculated to awaken very different 
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sympathy with his immediate foreiunners, the Eliza- 
bethans, and through them with their Tuscan masters. 
Well, indeed, did it befit the Christian poet, who was 
raised up to assert the great fundamental truth of modem 
civilisation, that manners and letters have a law of 
progression, parallel, though not coincident, with the 
expansion of spiritual religion — ^to assort this, not indeed 
with the universality and depth with which the same 
truth had been asserted by Dante, yet with some relative 
advantages over him, which were necessarily obtained 
from a Protestant and English position ; well, I say, did 
it befit our venerable Milton to diuw weapons for his 
glorious war from the inexhaustible ai-mouiy of the 
“Divina Commedia,” and acknowledge his honourable Job- 
beries in terms like these : “ Ut enim ost apud eos ingenio 
quis forio fioridior, aut mori^^us amoenis et clogantibus, 
linguam Etruscam in deliciis habet i)ra)cipuis, quin et in 
soHda etiam pai-to eruditionis esse sibi ponendam ducit, 
praesortim si Graeca aut Latina, vel nullo,.,vol medico 
tinctu imbiberit. Ego certe istis utrisquo linguis non 
extremis tantummodo labris madidus ; sed, siquis alius, 
quantum per annos licuit, poculis majoribus prolutus, 
possum tamen nonnunquam ad dlum Dantem, et Petrar- 
cham aliosque vostros complusculos, libenter et cupide 
comessatum ire : neo mo tarn ipsao Atlienae Atticae cum 
illo suo pollucido Hisso, neque ilia vetus Roma su& Tiberis 
ripk rotinere valuenmt; quin saepe Amurn vestrum, et 
Paesulanos illos coUes invisere amem.” * What then ahall 
we say of these things ? The glories of the Elizabethan 

•Bpist. Benedicto Bonmatthceo Florentino, Milt. Pr. Op., 
p. 571, 4to. 



ITALIAN WORKS OP IMAGINATION. 


141 


* literature liave passed away, and cannot return ; we are 
removed from them hf the whole collective space of two 
distinct literary manifestations. Is it certain, then, that 
we can do nothing but admire what they have been, and 
lament that they cannot be : or can it perhaps bo shown, 
that although that Italian effluence has gone away into 
the past, and has been followed by others not more per- 
manent than itself, it has yet a more immediato hold on 
our actual condition, than either of its successors ? Let 
us for a moment consider these. I would not be under- 
stood, in what I have spoken concerning the influence of 
Franco, as believing that influence productive of unmixed 
evil. England, it should never be forgotten, had in the 
last century a great political part to perform. It was 
necessary perhaps that her language should receive some 
oonsidorablo inflexion, con;esponding to the active ten- 
dency of the public mind, and expressive rather of the 
direct, palpable uses of life, than of sentiments that 
overleap th# present. For such a puipose the spirit of 
French literature, and the laws of French composition, 
were peculiarly frtted : nor is it a reasonable cause for 
regret, that our language has taken into itself some of 
that wonderful idiomatic force, that dearness and concise- 
ness of arrangement, that correct pointing of expression 
towards the level of general understanding, which dis- 
tinguish the French tongue above all others with which 
we are acquainted, and render allowablo a comparison 
between it and the Latin, which occupied nearly the same 
post in the old civilisation, as the organ, not of genial 
and original thinking, but of thoughts accumulated, set 
in CQrder, smoothed down, and ready for diffusion. The 
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dose however of the last age, and the first quarter of the 
present, have witnessed a powerful reaction, as well in 
England as on the Oontinont, against the exclusive 
dominion of prosaic, and what are termed utilitarian 
tendencies in literature. It will not bo disputed that tho 
form at least of this reaction comes to us from Germany. 
Not until the offerings of Schillor and Goethe had been 
accepted, did Coleridge or Wordsworth kindle their sacri- 
ficial flame on tho altar of tho muses. Not until a whole 
generation of Germans had elaborated the laws of a lofty 
criticism, were its principles effective on our own writers. 
From them wo received our good, and from them our 
evil. They taught us that the worship of Beauty is a 
vocation of high and mysterious import, not to be rele- 
gated into tho round of daily amusements, or confined by 
the superstitious canons of temporary opinion. They 
held up to our merited derision that meagre spirit of 
systematised imbecility, which would proscribe the most 
important part of our human being, as guilty' of imperti- 
nent interference with evident interest. But the sagacious 
remark of Bishop Lowth, that “the Germans are better 
at puUing down than at sotting up,” is not merely 
applicable to their historical criticism. It is a good and 
honourable thing to throw down a form of tiiumphant 
wrong, but unless we substitute the right, it had been 
well, perhaps, had wo never stirred. The last state is 
often worse than tho first. I do not hesitate to express 
my conviction, that the spirit of tho critical philosophy, 
os seen by its fruits in all tho ramifications of art, litera- 
ture, and morality, is as much more dangerous than the 
spirit of mechanical philosophy, as it is fairer in appear- 
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ance, and more capable of aUianco with our natural 
feelings of enthusiasm and delight. Its dangerous ten- 
dency is this, that it perverts those very minds, whoso 
office it was to resist the perverse impulses of society, and 
to proclaim truth under the dominion of falsehood. How- 
ever precipitate may be at any time the current of public 
opinion, bearing along the mass of men to the grosser 
agitations of life, and to such schemes of belief as make 
these the prominent object, there will always be in 
reserve a force of antagonist opinion, strengtMbned by 
opposition, and attesting the sanctity of those higher 
principles, which are despised or forgottep by the ma- 
jority. These men are secured by natural temperament, 
and peculiar circumstances, from participating in the 
common delusion: but if some other and deeper fallacy 
be invented; if some more subtle boast of the field 
should speak to them in wicked flattery; if a digest of 
intellectual aphorisms can bo substituted in their minds 
for a code ofrMving truths, and the lovely semblances of 
beauty, truth, affection, con bo made first to obscure the 
presence, and then to conceal the loss of that religious 
humility, without which, as their central life, all these 
are but dreadful shadows ; if so fatal a stratagem can be 
successfully practised, I see not what hope remains for a 
people against whom the gates of hell have so prevailed. 
When the light of the body is darkness, how great is that 
darkness ! Bo this as it may ; whether the Qeimons and 
their followers have or have not betrayed their trust, it 
seems at least that their influence is on the decline. The 
efiPects of what they have done ore by no means extinct ; 
the present generation is too much moulded by their 
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agency to forget or escape it with ease : but the original 
causes have ceased to work, and the master workers are 
departing from the earth. I believe the Eevolution of 
1830 has closed up the German era, just as the Eevolution 
of 1789 closed up tho French era. Looking then to the 
lurid presages of the times that are coming; believing 
that amidst the awful commotions of society, which few 
of us do not expect — ^tho disruption, it may bo, of those 
common bands which hold together our social existence, 
necessarily followed by an occurrence on a larger scale of 
the same things that were witnessed in Franco forty years 
ago ; the dispersion of those decencies and charities which 
custom produces and preserves, that mass of little motives, 
brought into unity and constancy of action by the mecha- 
nism of daily life, and far more efficacious in restraining 
civilised man from much headlong misery and crime than 
his pride is apt readily to acknowledge — that, in such a 
desolation, nothing possibly can bo found to support men 
but a true spiritual Christianity, I am not eiiidrely without 
hope, that round such an element of vital light, con- 
strained once more to put forth its iUuminating energies 
for protection and deliverance to its children, may gather 
once again the scattered rays of human knowledge. In 
those obscured times, that followed the subversion of 
Bolne, the muses dung not in vain for safety to the 
inviolate altars of the OathoHc church. I have endea- 
voured to point out some of the wonderful and beautiful 
cons€«q[uences of this marriage of religion with literature ; 
and I have been the more anxious to do this, as it has 
appeared to me by no means impossible, that the recur- 
irdnoe of analogous drcuxnstances may produce, at no vast 
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distance of time, a recurrence of similar effects. It is not 
wholly without the bounds of probability, that a purer 
spirit than the Boman Catholicism may animate hereafter 
a loftier foim of European civilisation. But should this 
be an idle dream (and indeed my own anticipations seldom 
incline to so favourable an aspect) it will not bo the less 
useful or important, in times of unchristian ascendancy, 
to fix oui’ thoughts habitmilly on that first development 
of modern literature, which shows us the direct, and, as it 
wore, natural infiuonce of our religion on our conditions 
of society, and the expression of this in our enquiring 
thoughts and stirring emotions. An English mind that 
has drunk deep at the soui'cos of southern inei)U‘ation, 
and especially that is imbued with the spirit of the 
mighty Florentine, will bo conscious of a peri)etual fresh- 
ness and quiet beauty, resting on his imaginations and 
spreading gently over his affections, until by the blessing 
of heaven it may bo absorbed, without loss, in the pure 
inner light, of which that voice has spoken as no other 
can; 

“ Light intellectual, yet full of love, 

Love of true beauty, therefore fiiJl of joy, 

Joy, every other sweetness far above.'* * 


**Luce intellettual, pi^na d’amore, 

Amor di vero ben, pien di letizia, 

Letizia, che trascende ogni dolzore.” 

i>. C. ParaditQ^ e. 30. 
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decus Latii, niagnss spes altera Romro, 

Ore effundit opes fandi ccrtissimus auctor ; 

Tantum omncs superans prceelaro muiiere lioguro, 
Quantum iit ante alias Romana potentia gentes.*’ — V ida. 

To write -worthily concerning the character of Cicero, 
would he an undertaking, than which few are more 
difficult, or more extensive. For, first, it is impossible 
not to be touched with reverence, and a kind of religious 
awe, when we look towards the figure of any groat and 
noble mind, belonging, as rcgaids his natural coui’se, to 
times long dopariod, but living among us all, by his 
thoughts perpetuated in writing, which actively circu- 
lating through iimnberless minds, and present without 
difficulty to several points of jdaco and time, give us a 
far greater impression of efficiency than any act whatever 
(though voluntary, which these are not), of the same man, 
when conscious and alive. In fact, it is hardly to be 
thought surprising, that many should care for no immor- 



PHILOSOPHICAL WRITINGS OF CICERO. 


147 


tality BO much as this; for although there mil be no 
sense, or pleasure of enjoyment in it, when it comes, they 
can relish it, at least, by anticipation, which has often 
a better tasto than fruition, and. they may have full 
assurance of its nature by observing the celebrity of other 
men. Some of these immortals, however, do not puzzle us 
much, when putting aside the first sentiments of wonder 
and respect, we stop nearer to examine with precision theii* 
lineaments, and true demeanour. But when we have to do 
with a mind of various powers, whoso solicitoiis activity 
neither public business nor private study can exhaust, and 
which can steal time from the engi’ossing occupations of 
state policy, for the pursuit of liberal knowledge, and the 
communication of it to mankind, wo find ourselves involved 
in much pei*i>lexity, and feel that oven after some Labour 
has been expended, it will bo little better than guess- 
work that finally strikes the balance, and ascertains by 
relative estimation of unlike (pialities, his true station in 
the temple of fame. Tho jocular anathema, 2>i’onounced 
by Sir Eobert Walpole on histoiy in general, hits with 
peculiar force tho judgments wo form of motives, and 
intellectual (lualities, things so cuiiously comjdicatod in 
the reality of natui'e, that our little knowledge has 
nothing to ground itself upon, but a few loose niles 
collected by a very confined induction from external 
appearances. How little, in fact, does one creature know 
of another, oven if he lives with him, sees him constantly, 
and, in popular language, knows all about him ! Of that 
immense chain of mental successions which extends from 
the cradle to tho death-bod, how few links, comparatively 
speaking, are visible to any other person ! Yet from these 

L 2 
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fragments of being (if the expression may bo pardoned), 
you shall hear one decide as confidently about the unseen 
and uniinagined whole, as a geologist from his chip of 
stone will exi)lain the stmcture of the mass to which it 
belonged, and even the changes of fortune which it has 
received at the hand of time. Experience, however, the 
final judge, treats these two speculators in a verj’^ different 
manner. And what is the reason ? Unfoi’tunately, 
human beings are not lapidary formations : they are not 
even animals of pui’o understanding, which might come 
near it : their mi(‘>rocosm is as infinite in its foims as the 
world without us, and in one, as in the other, wo must 
obey the laws by obseiTation and experiment, before wo 
can venture to command the elements by arbitrarj’^ com- 
bination. A question may bo raised, whether, if the veil 
that obscures other existence from view wore altogether 
removed, and that mode of immediate vision became usual, 
which Eousscau* fancied was more conceivable than tho 
commimication of motion by impact, we should, after all, 
derive much benefit from tho change. But there can be 
no doubt it would wonderfully alter for tho better our 
histories and biographical memoirs, and would effect a 
prodigious shifting of place among many worthies who are 
set high, or low, without much warrant, according to our 
present system of knowledge. 

This Essay, however, has no such ambitious aim, as to 
include tho whole character of Cicero within the scope of 
its observations. It is intended only to take a brief survey 
of one element in his diversified genius, the philosophical; 
but it will bo difficult to mark tho limits of this without 
* See NouulU IluMite, 
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in occasional glance at those other qualities, by which it 
is bounded, and which sometimes cuiiously intersect it. 
This will bo evident if we consider that a question con- 
Doming the meiits of Ciceronian philosophy naturally 
l’osoIyos itself into two pai*ts. In what temper of mind, it 
should first be asked, did Cicero come to form and deliver 
his opinions ? And, secondly, what those o])inions were ? 
Now the fii'st of these is, beyond conjpaiison, the most 
interesting and iiiijwi’tant. A man, it has been W(}11 said, 
“ is always other and more than his opinions.” To under- 
stand sometliing of the predispositions in any mind, js to 
occupy a height of vantage, from which we may more 
cleaiiy perceive the true beaiings of his thoughts, than 
was possible for a specbitor on the level. By knowing 
how much a man loves ttuth, wo leani how far he is likely 
to teach it us: by ascertaining the 82)ccial bent of his 
2)as8ions and habits, wo are on oim guard against giving 
that credit to conclusions in favour of them, which our 
notion of his disconimont might othenvise incline us to 
give. But there is more than this. The inward life of a 
groat man, the sum total of his imi)iessions, customs, 
sentiments, giudual proc,ossos of thought, lapid sugges- 
tions, and the like, contains a far gi'oator truth, both in 
extent and in magnitude, than all the fixed and positive 
forms of belief that ocenpy the front-row in his under- 
standing. It is more our interest to know the fii’st, for 
wo know more in knowing it, and are brought by it into 
closer contact with real greatness. Oinnion is often the 
product of an exhausted, not an energetic condition of 
mind: a few thoughts are sufiiciont to make up many 
opinions, and though these are always in some proportion 
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to the degree of elevation allotted to their parent mind, 
they are seldom, perhaps, its certain moasui’e. 

In the instance wo have now to consider, many such 
predisposing influences will occui‘ to the most careless 
obseiTcr. Cicei’o was a Roman, and wo must view him 
with reference to the circumstanctis of Roman life, anjJ 
the peculiar tondencios of its national feeling. He was a 
Roman stat(3sman, and we must not forget the absorbing 
interest of jjolitics in his time, and country, while wo 
estimate the value he sot on the calmer studies of his 
retirement. He was also a Roman gentleman, fond of 
social life, and capable of guiding and adorning its 
movements : he had elevated his family and name, by his 
own indefatigable exeiiions, from the ranks of provincial 
society ; and was naturally ambitious of that lifr^ of lite- 
raiy brilliance which had already superseded in public 
estimation the honom’s of patrician biith, and was 
beginning to vie with the more substantial reverence 
I)aid to high dignities, and large possessions. Above all, 
he was, by long habit and peculiai* genius, a Roman 
orator, accustomed alike to the grave deliberations of 
the senate, and the impassioned pleadings of the forum. 
AU these influences (and some of them wore not a little 
feverish and disturbing) ho carried with him into the 
quiet fields and lucid atmosphere of philosophy. Whether 
he agitated that region by what ho brought more than 
he benefited himself, and thiough himself the world, 
by what he found, is an enquiry which may prove 
entertaining and useful, and which we shall be better 
able to bring to a satisfactoiy conclusion, when we have 
considered rather more at length the relation of these 
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previous tendencies to the investigation and discovery of 
truth. 

It has been a favourite notion with those modem 
writers, who aro fond of consideiing tho unity of mood, 
produced by a constant action of similar circumstances on 
the mind of a nation, in rather an abstract point of view, 
that tho Romans represent tho political y as the Greeks 
did the imlividml development of human intelligence and 
energy. Whatever objections may lie against fonns of 
expression, which, when habitually apjdiod by speculators 
on history, are apt to mislead by a frequently recurring 
appearance of system, always seductive to tho imagirfation, 
but pi'opoirionably dangerous to the obseiTiiig intellect, 
it seems impossible to deny that much truth is contained 
in this remark. It is not of course meant, that tho 
institutions of so(;ial convention did not attain a singular 
degree of perfection among the Grecian states^ or that 
theii’ complexion was not generally favourable to the 
cultivation of individual genius; but simply that no 
strong national spirit impelled the Greeks to national 
aggrandisement as the paramount object of their activity, 
which was tho case with tho conquering people who 
succeeded them in tho career of civilisation. A country 
of small republics, peri)otually at strife with each other, 
had little unity of aim, except when menaced by barbarian 
inroads. Patriotism, indeed, was raised high in the scale 
of duties, and on tho same plea that “omnos omnium 
caritates patria comploctitur,” tho same energy was ex- 
erted for tho public good, -which afterwards, on a larger 
theatre, enforced the admiring submission of mankind. 
But the public sympathies of the Athenian were opposed 
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to those of the Lacedemonian, and no single city threat- 
ened to absorb the world into the greatness of its name. 
The fascination of that name was wanting, and the sense 
of favoiiiing destiny, which in the thought of every 
Boman blended his proud recollections of past triumph 
with the confident hope of an equally subservient future. 
Nor do wo find that, where the bonds of Qi’ecian polity 
were strongest, the vigour of literary genius was- most 
conspicuous or effective. The severer, as well as the 
lighter Muses, fled from the walls of Spai-ta; for the 
patronage, extended by Lycurgus to the shade of Homer, 
failed to kindle the finer sentiments among the subjects 
of his legislation. On the other side (if we except the 
dramatic poets, whose local attachments wore natui*ally 
strengthened by the necessities of their art), no strong 
sympathy with national advance or decline seems, under 
climates more congenial to art and knowledge, to have 
inspired the eminent leadei’s of human thought. I’indar 
attended on a court; Plato could exchange the liberal 
air of Athens for the atmosphere of Syracusan tyranny : 
Aristotle,* academy,’^ was attached to it 

only by the life of its founder, and turned contentedly, 
after his death, to the couit of Hcimeas, and the counsels 
of Macedonian oppression. This compaiutive laxity of 
civil ties, owing perhaps in some measure to the capricious 
nature of those “ fierce democraties** which made political 
eminence less desirable, because less secure, was conducive 
to that depth of meditation and comprehensiveness of 
views, which carried the Grecian spirit to heights of 

* *0 vovs rris Siarpi^riSf” was the appellation given by Plato to 

his future rival. 
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excellence, that will exercise the wondering gaze of our 
latest posterity. The sculptors and poets were left free to 
enjoy the unlimited inspiration of natural beauties, which 
are not of this age, or of that empire, but everlasting, and 
coil^loto in themselves as the ideas they produce in the 
meditative artist, who has a higher standard of poifection 
within him than the most gloiious of re(5olloctod names — 
a Fabricius, a lirutus, or a Numa. Whatever elevation 
the contemplative and creative parts of oui* nature wore 
fitted to attain, when left to the free exorcise of their 
own functions, neither restrained, and, as it were, overlaid 
by a bond of national feeling intent on national glory, nor 
deriving an auxiliar, yet heterogeneous force from the 
diffusion of a spiritual faith; such elevation, we may safely 
say, was attained by tlie Greeks. The fair inventions of 
their art, the pure deductions of their science, all the 
curious and splendid combinations of thought, which arise 
from the habit of viewing the circumstances of man in 
the single b'ght of poetic beauty, or, according to distinct 
foiTus of intellectual congniity, remain to us in their 
precious literature, and attest how cloai*, how sei’cne, how 
majestically independent of merely local and tomi)orary 
views, was the genius of ancient Greece, who laid the 
honey on the lips of Plato, and raised the temple of the 
graces within the bosom of Sophocles. 

Everything in the Boman character was the reverse 
of this, and announced to attentive refiection a different 
destiny, and a new evolution of mental nature. Sprung 
from the embrace of Mars, this people of determined 
warriors rose by slow degrees to an universal dominion, 
and every separate wiU, that came into action under the 
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auspices of their patron god, seemed to bond itself by 
spontaneous impulse to fulfil his overruling intention and 
redeem his early promise. The infancy of Romo was 
nourished by a mai’tial and religious poctiy , which became 
extinct when the season of extended action arrived. Aon 
the lessons taught and matui*cd in probationary struggles 
with the bravo Italian populations were apidied to a 
tromemdous battle against the sovcjral supremacies of 
Europe; and, the scabbai*d being tlnown away, that 
sword was displayed in iiTOsistible splendour, which for a 
space of centuries was to tamo the haughty and proudly 
spare the suppliant. Such was, throughout, the (ionsistency 
of their progi*ess, that all their institutions and customs 
bore the impi*oss of one ruling idea ; and insensate things 
seemed to unite with human volitions in a glad further- 
ance of the glorious race. The paths of scientific discovery 
and secluded imagination were naturally unheeded by 
minds so strongly possessed with notions of “ pride, 
pomp, and circumstance.” Their ordinary pursuits were 
practical, and thoii* highest aims political. They had no 
original literature, and they did not feel the want. There 
was much vigorous conception, but it all went into the 
outward world, the empire of their triumphant wiU.* 

* “The austere frugality of the ancient republicans,' their 
carelessness about the possessions and the jileasures of wealth, the 
strict regard for law among the people, its universal and steadfiist 
loyalty during the happy centuries when the constitution, after the 
pretensions of the aristocracy had been curbed, were flourishing in 
its full perfection, the sound feeling which never, amid internal 
discord, allowed of an appeal to foreign interference, the absolute 
empire of the laws and customs, and the steadiness with which^ 
nevertheless, whatever in them was no longer expedient, was 
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Wlieii, at length, conquest brought luxury in its train, 
and artificial appetites sprang from the excess of social 
stimulus, the graces of a foreign language were fii*st 
sought to supply a fashionable gratification, and soon 
produced their emollient effects of taste and refined plea- 
sure; but they never bmched the ground of character,* 
which was far too solidly fixed to admit of change from 
supermduction. Systems of i)hilosophy were imported for 
the amusement and use of a highly civilised population ; 
but amidst much ingenious discussion and collision of 
opinions, no sparks of sti-ong philosophic thought, were 
elicited ; and those chasms in knowhjdge, which wore left 
obscui*e by the burning lights of older science, received 
no new illumination from the masters of the oaiih. If the 
obstacles to the rise of an original philosophy, gi'ounded 
on the intiinsic character of the Eomans, may faiiiy seem 
insuperable, they must doubtless bo considered as deriving 
an immense accession of force from the peculiar condition 
of the republic in the ago of Cicero. CoiTuption had 
reached the heart of the state : the few, in whom the life- 
blood of patriotism stiU circulated, felt the indispensable 

amended, the wisdom of tlie constitution, the ideal perfection of 
fortitude, realised in the citizens and in the state ; all these qualities 
unquestionably excite a feeling of reverence which cannot equally 
be awakened by the contemplation of any other ijeo23le.” This 
summary of Roman virtues is extracted from the work of a philo- 
sophic historian, who proceeds to fill the opposite scale, and to mark 
out their vices with a wise impartiality. — See Niebitur. Lecture 
prefixed to secQud edition of Translation^ JIare and Thiriwallf p. 26. 

* Lucretius and Catullus are the confirming exceptions. That 
must indeed be a barren and fetid soil, in which poetry cannot 
strike a single root. 
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importance and awful interest attached to an active life : 
the larger number, with whom a sui)erficial acquaintance 
with theories, nick-named philosophical knowledge, served 
as an excuse for indolence, or a varnish for vice, were 
constitutionally disqualified for the keen intuition of 
truth, and the generous mood of enthusiasm, in which 
suggestion strikes the mind like inspiration. The Greek 
teachers, from whom their little learning was immedi- 
ately derived, were very unlike that former race, the d€oi 
voKaioi of philosophy. There were exceptions perhaps, at 
all events there were degrees of meiit: a Posidonius,* or 
a Pana3tius, is not to be classtid with the vulgar herd of 
sophists. But the general difference was too manifest to 
be mistaken: what in the hands of ITato had been an 
ai’t, in those of Aristotle a science, was now become an 
easy trade. A minute fastidious casuistry suj>2)lied tho 
l)laco of that reasoning, and that “ Kpeirroy n Aoyoi;,” which 
sought to elevate mankind to the level of tnie wisdom 
by an assiduous cultivation of sentiments ‘possessed by 
all, at least in tho germ ; sentiments, by whoso action on 
a plastic imagination tho most beautiful ph( 3 n()mena of 
mental combination are elicited, and a mass of desires and 
hopes receive their form and constitution, whose luminous 
nature rei)els the darkness of the grave. Wiser in their 
own generation than the children of light, these new 
instructors readily yielded to the prevalent temper of 
their age ; and while they flattered the reigning profligacy 
of manners, by relegating morality into the arid regions 

* Was it not a fine acknowledgment of the inherent supremacy 
of wisdom, when the imperatorial fasces were lowered by command 
of Fompey, before the person of Fosidonius ? 
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of rules, maxims, and verbal distinctions, they effectually 
secured the profits and reputation of their own vagabond 
profession. The general tendency of men’s minds at this 
momentous era, was uiupiestionably towards a sceptical 
indifference : such must over bo the effect of d()goncro,to 
institutions and comii)tod manners, accompanied with 
great o 2 )orativo energy in the machine of the state, and 
an habitual reliarice of almost every individual mind on 
external and transitory tilings, the vicissitudes of foitune, 
and the obligaticnis of palpable intei‘est. It was an un- 
believing ag(), and none who lived within its term es45aped 
altogether the (jontagion. In periods of this description, 
the aphelia of national existence, some vdll generally be 
foimd who withstand to a certain extent the predominant 
tendency, and attest to a future generation the inherent 
dignity of <nu‘ nature. Their efforts are limited, and their 
self-elevation is not constant ; yet they are green places 
in the moral wilderness on which our thoughts should 
delight to linger. 

If there be any truth in these observations, we should 
expect, d priori, what the examination of his writings 
will abundantly demonstrate, that the expressed mind of 
Cicero would exhibit signatures of both these impressions; 
the general impression, I mean, of natioudl predilections, 
and active, external tendencies of thought; and that 
particular impression, originating in the character of 
the times, and leading to disputation about prevailing 
opinions, rather than independent research, to pulling 
down in the spirit of incredulity, without attempting to 
ro-constnict in a temper of faith. Uut we could not have 
told beforehand, that he would be included in that small 
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class of partial exceptions 1 have mentioned, and that the 
scepticism ho shared with many was tinged and modified 
by a genial wannth, which was peculiarly his own. 
Sometimes a disciple of Camoados, sometimes of Plato, he 
varies the tone of his language according to the alternate 
moods that possess him. In a memorable passage ho 
owns, that to preserve the fair proportions of his moral 
edifice, it was necessary to keep out of thought and men- 
tion, “harum pertui’batricem omnium academiam,” * 

I shall now consider a characteristic of Cicero’s dis- 
position, which was more dependent on himself, and the 
traces of which are everywhere perceptible in his life and 
writings. Whatever ho thought, whatever ho oxj)erienced, 
assumed with him tin oratorical form. Truth had few 
charms for him, unadorned and aimt xaff a6rriv; ho de- 
lighted, indeed, in the analogies which reason presents ; 
but it was because they are susceptible of brilliant 

* ‘^Exoremus ut sileat,” he continues, “nam si invaserit in 
hoDC qu© siitis scite instructa et composita videanfcur, nimis edet 
rmnaSf quaiu quidem ego FLACARE cupio, SUfiMOVERE NON 
AUDEO.” — De Legibus, i. 13. The principles of the Academic 
sect, “hffic ab Arcesilfl, et Carneafle recens,” are unfolded in the 
books of Academic Questions, and those De NatuiA Dcorum. In 
the Offices, 1. ii, c. 2, he thus briefly expresses them: “Non 
sumus ii quorum vagetur mens errore, nec habeat unquam, quod 
aequatur : qu© enim esset istji mens, vel qu© vita potius, non solum 
disputandi, sed etiam vivendi ratione sublata? Nos autem, ut 
ceten, qui aha certa, alia incerta esse dicunt, sic ab his dissentientes 
alia probabilia, contra alia improbabilia esse dicimus.” Aulus 
Gellius, in a jesting manner, explains the difierence between the 
Pyrrhonians and these Academics. “The latter,” he says, “ were 
certain they could know nothing ; the former were not more certain 
of that than of anything else ! ” 
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colouring and ompliatio display. Onco, whon undergoing 
the misery of exile, and disgusted for a time with the 
bold game he had boon playing with the passions and 
habits that had made him what ho was, ho besought his 
friends “ut non omtorem se, sod philosophum appollarcnt, 
nam se philosophiam, ut rem sibi proposuisso, ai-to oratoiia, 
tanfiuam instrumento, in rebus publicis tractandis uti.” * 
Other times brought another language; and, in direct 
contradiction to the above, he has declai*ed, in more than 
one passage,! what the internal evidence of his life and 
writings was amply sufficient to establish, that ho leqmed 
philosophy ‘‘eloquentii© gratis,.” 

Much as has been said, since tho idols wore first stricken 
in the temple by tho commissioned hand of Bacon, about 
tho miscihief of substituting poetical iUusti-ation for real 
cohesion of tinxth to truth, it may perhaps be fomid, on 
examination, that a rhotoiical spirit is a more dangerous 
intruder. Poetiy, indeed, is seductive by exciting in us 
that mood of feeling, which conjoins aU mental states, 
that pass in review before it, according to congruity of 
iBentiment, not agreement of conceptions : and it is with 
justice, therefore, that the Muses are condemned by the 
genius of a profound philosophy. But though poetry 
encoiu’ages a wrong condition of feeling with respect to 
the discovery of tmth, its enchantments tend to keep the 
mind within that circle of contemplative enjoyment, 
which is not less indispensably necessary to tho exertions 
of a philosophic spirit. We may bo led wi'ong by tho 

* See Bruckbr, UUt. PhUoaoph,^ vol. ii. p. 39, and his reference 
to Plutarch. 

t See Proem, Paradox.^ Orator, sub init., Tusc. Queest., 2, 3. 
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sorcery ; but that wrong is contiguous to the right. Now 
it is part of our idea and description of oratory, that it 
appeals to the active functions of our nature. It is the 
bringing of one man’s mind to bear upon another man’s 
will. Wo call up our scattered knowledge, wo arrange 
our various powders of feeling, w^e select and marshal the 
objects of our observation, and then wo combine them 
under the command of one strong impulse, and cjoiicentre 
their operations upon one j)oint. Th.at point is in every 
instance some change in the ™ws, and some correspond- 
ing assent in the will of the person, or persons, whom we 
address. Thus we aio transported entirely out of the 
sphere of contemplation, and are submitted to the guidance 
of a now set of passions, far more vehement, confused, and 
pei^plexing, than those pui'o desires that elevate the soxil 
towards the “oi/rwr oin-a,” because they have far more 
immediate control over individual futurity, and are much 
more concerned with the representations of the senses. 
I do not mean to deny that the vivid impression of truth 
is naturally accompanied by its eloquent utterance. 
Wherever there is strong emotion, there will bo alway* 
a corresponding vigour of expression, unless the channel 
between thought and language happens to be obstructed 
by peculiar causes. But eloquence is spread abroad among 
mankind, while oratory is the portion of a few. The one 
is the immediate voice of nature, and derives its charm 
from momentary impulse ; the other is an art, circum- 
scribed by definite laws which have their origin in the 
creative power of genius. Excited in the first instance by 
our social instincts, the faculty of speech has become to 
civilised man a source of independent pleasure^ which 
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mingles with, or rather constitutes, the delight of his 
solitary reveries and intellectual meditations. In pro- 
portion to the rcfinoinont of his f(M>ling, the liveliness 
of his mental images, and the varieties of knowledge 
treasured up in memory, wiU he the gracH^fiil fonns and 
multiplied c-omhinations of his internal languages But 
as regards hims(;lf, if he has in any dogroo tho power 
of searching out tho relations of things hy intellectual 
application, ho will not suffer his trains of active thought 
to he trenched upon hy those anmigoments of diction, 
whoso place is postoiior to thought in natural order, and 
whic'h appear to confer on tho mind that forms th<?m a 
kind of recompense for its keener labours of introspection. 
When again his eloquence is directed to othei's, a man 
of this description is too sensihle of that truth, or belief, 
of which it is the spontaneous ovoidlow, to have any 
reflex action of thought on his own relative position, 
and the power which ho may exert to mould tho 
dotorminations of those whom ho addresses. Ho seeks to 
persuade, but it is because he is persuaded, and requires 
tho concurrence of sympathy. Ho may load his fljllow- 
creaturos from the tmth ; hut this chtince is unavoidable, 
so long as words are our only signs of notions and media 
of reasoning. Still ovorything has occupied its light 
place : the faculties have had free play, and each has kept 
clear of tho other. But in a mind, whoso confonnation is 
oratoiical, the whole process is in danger of being inverted 
and confrised. The orator mistakes the suggestion of his 
art for tho analogies of solid reason. He begins by 
arguing where he ought to infer, and thus deceives him- 
seK. Then he ploads when he ought to state, and thus 

M 
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deceives others. There is little danger, indeed, that an 
orator of the highest order — a man, who not only feels 
the dignity of the mission which he fulfils, but who, from 
the clearness and multiplicity and uniform dii’ection of 
his rapid ideas, acquires that intuitive and comprehensive 
intelligence, which by condensing, and, as it wore, fusing 
his powers, almost seems to communicate to his soul a 
larger poi-tion of existence — there is little danger that 
such a man will relinquish his art, will leave this high 
mode of vision and power, will descend, as into plains 
and vaUeys, to the methods of ordinary knowledge, or 
(which is least probable) will transfer his attention to a 
now province of the higher intellect, the character of 
which is dissimilar, and requires capacities not moulded 
like his own. Let a man but enter deep into his favourite 
art, and ho is not likely to make use of it to subvert tho 
laws, or tarnish the qualities, of any other mental pm’suit. 
Every art is thp application of knowledge to some definite 
end; but the ends are many, and tho methods are dis- 
tinct. The fine or imaginative arts — j)ainting, sculpture, 
music, and poetry — ^have for their end tho production 
of a mood of delightful contemplation with the sense 
of beauty. A vivid impression of some mental state, as 
beautiful, tends to bring in a train of associated states, 
which will all be under the same mood of lively emotion, 
as the first in tho train. If wo change tho character of 
the mood, the continuity of association will be broken, 
and there is nothing so disagreeable to tho mind as 
any such interruption. Hence, if, while the mind is 
delineating its own previous states under the infiuence of 
some paii;icular mood, any object is presented by casual 
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association, tho tendency of whicli is to excite feelings 
not congenial to that which has taken possession of the 
mind, there arises a perception of unfitnhss, and the object 
is rejected. This is the subtle law of Tasto, that exists in 
the creative artist as a sort of conscience, against which 
his will may trespass, but his judgment cannot rebel. The 
same law is absolute for the orator: but the difference 
in his case results from the difference of his aim, and, 
consequently, of his materials. He, too, resigns himself 
to one luminous mood, which extends its radiance over 
successive states, and is imwilling to admit any form 
of mental existence, besides itself. But his aim is the 
commotion of will, not the production of beauty. This, 
therefore, is the bearing of the emotion that casts an 
awakening light over his mind : by their analogy to this 
loading sentiment, tho hosts of Suggestion are judged; 
and from a variety,* thus harmonised, results the dis- 
tinctive unity of his art. But the number of pui’e artists 
is small : few souls are so finely tempered as to preserve 
tl^ delicacy of meditative feeling, untainted by the 
allurements of accidental suggestion. The voice of the 
critical conscience is still and small, like that of the 
moral: it cannot entirely be stifled* where it has been 
heard, but it may bo disobeyed. Temptations are never 
wanting: some immediate and temporaiy effect can bo 
produced at less expense of inward exertion than tho 
high and more ideal effect which art demands : it is much 
easier to pander to the ordinary, and often recurring wisli 
for excitement, than to promote tho rare and* difficult 
intuition of beauty. To raise tho many to his own real 
point of view, tho artist must employ his energies, and 
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create energy in others: to descend to their position is 
loss noble, but practicable ^dth ease. If I may bo allowed 
the metaphor, one partakes of tliii nature of redemptive 
power ; the otluii*, of that soH-abiised and degimcjrate wiU, 
wliich “fimig from his splendouis tlio faii-cst star in 
heaven. They who debase, in this manner, the persuasive 
art, are commonly calknl ihetoncians, not orators. They 
speak for immediate effect, cm*eloss how it is produced. 
They never nuiasui'O existing cii’cumstanccs by the rcla- • 
lions of tlio viSavov^ internally perceived. In the mind of 
the time oi*ator, all accidents of place and time seem to be 
attracted to the magnetic force of his conccjiitions, which 
have an oidcir of their own, not wholly deiiondent on the 
observ’ation of the moment. But the rhotoiiiaan makes 
himself the seivant of cii'cumstancos, and yet, after all, 
cannot penetrate theii* meaning. Ilis examination is close 
and coarse, and ho sees little, in his hurry to seij bettor : 
the orator stands upon a height, and commands the whole 
prospect, and can modify his view by the lens of genius. 
Between the piu’o orator and the more rhetorician, many 
shades of mixture intoiwene. To degi’ade that powerful 
mind, which in its maturity of vigoui* uttered “tonitrua 
magis quam verba” agaiuvst the desperate Catiline, and 
whoso later age i)roducod the “divina Philippica,” to tho 
lowest of those ranks, would be to jiass sentence on my 
own judgment: but I rriust hesitate, oven against tho 
opinion of many wise men, before I consent to elevate 
him to the highest. Tho loftier powers of imagination 
were altogether wanting. There was none of the vivid 
painting, and instinctive sublimity, which mako Demo- 
sthenes tho model of ages. His happiest efforts are efforts 



PHILOSOPHICAL WRITINGS OP CICERO. 165 


still; tho process of intellectual constmctioii is always 
palpable ; and tbouj^h the ingenuity may be wonderful, 
and command our liigh approbation, our minds liaTe in 
roseiwe soniothing liiglier than approbation, and ingenuity 
will not call it forth. Cicero won, and niled his audience, 
not by hashes of insj)iration, but by industrious thought. 
The thoughts were not wonderful in themselves, were 
not bom one out of another by a generation so ra]>id as 
to seem niystciiioiis ; but were accumulated by separate 
exertions of will, and producicd their effect by the gross 
amount of numbeiioss deliberations. Where luider- 
standing is more ac.tivo in production than fccjling, the 
I)redominance of rhetoi*io (to use the word “in malam 
paiicm”) over true oratory is the certain result. But 
when this happens to any mind, it will bo no easy matter 
to restrain this ])re{lominant tendency within the limits 
of its own pui'suit. The delicate semse of fitness, which 
grows with the gi’owth of the contemjdativo foohiigs, 
becomes weak when they are neglected; and tlio busy 
intellect, unembarrassed by its inc,onvenient monitions, 
begins to meddle with all the range of practical and specu- 
lative knowledge in a temper of incessant argumentation. 

From those considerations it is (ividont that Cicero 
laboured under strong previous disadvantages in his 
approach to the sanctuary of Wisdom. The pvya fiovov 
vpos fiovop," preached by the latter Platonists, was not 
possible for him. He did not como alone; he brought 
with him a thousand worldly prepossessions, which wore 
to him as the veil of the temple at Sais, hiding impene- 
trably, “that which was, and had been, and was to be.” 
He adventured, nevertheless ; and if ho wanted altogether 



166 


ESSAY ON THE 


the originality and freshness of the Gfrocian thinkers, wo 
owe to his industry, patience, and acuteness, the general 
diffusion and reduction to popular language of much that 
had been finely thought, and without him might never 
have o*btaiiiod free ciuToncy among mankind. I shall 
proceed to notice briefly the opinions maintained by 
him on some of the most important subjects of human 
speculation. 

It is doubtless in the character of a moral instructor, 
that Cicero challenges the largest share of our admiration. 
The simj)licity and distinctness of his i)recepts render 
them intelligible to all, while the gravity and persuasive 
energy, the richness and graceful elegance of his manner, 
tend to fix them in memory, and interest the imagination 
in their behalf. Seldom or never does ho rise to the 
occasional elevation of Seneca, but ho is froo also from 
that writer’s exaggeration and causeless refinements. All 
that department of morality, wliich contains the duties 
of justice, and from which public and private legislation 
immediately emanate, was treated by him with the 
gi’eatest copiousness and accuracy. This the view I have 
taken of his ruling habits would lead us to expect ; and 
it is certain that this branch of philosophical knowledge 
ciould not but borrow additional vigour fr'om his political 
pui'suits. After the example of Plato, ho composed six 
books “De Republica,” (the newly recovered treasure of 
our fortunate age !) on which he evidently rested much 
of his reputation, because he had applied to their 
composition the utmost maturity of his thoughts. His 
notions of government wore largo and republican; yet 
they differ perhaps as much fi'om the popular schemes 



PHILOSOPHICAL WEITIHOS OF CICERO. 


167 


of the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, as from 
Filmer’s patriarchal theory or the profligate shivishness 
of Hobbism. They arc the principles by which Bomo 
sprang up and flourished; the corruption of which 
changed her vigorous prosperity into splendid misery of 
decay. They contain th'e idea of a balanced constitution, 
with a preponderating influence of the higher ranks, as 
the best means offered by the experience of ages for 
approximating to that ideal condition of a state, which 
the ancients never lost sight of, the apurroKpaTia or govern- 
ment by the wisest and best. Wo moot no traces in what 
Cicero has written of his considering a nation as a more 
aggregate of individuals on a pai'ticular point of geogra- 
phical position, the majority of whom have an inalienable 
right to bind the minority by their will and pleasure. 
That venerable name, the Nation, impHod for him a body 
of men, actuated by one spirit ; by a community, that is, 
of habits, feelings, and impressions from circumstances, 
tending to some especial development of human nature, 
which without that especial combination would never 
have existed, and fulfilling therefore some part of the 
great Providential design. That other word, the State, 
was not less sacred; for it denoted the natural form of 
action assumed by the nation ; the mass of woU cemented 
institutions by which the particular character of its con- 
dition of feeling was best expressed in habitual conduct, 
so as to enable it to bo continually, but gravely pro- 
gressive. Ilis attachment, however, to the interests of 
stability and order never for a moment induced Cicero to 
forget his Boman abhorrence of the kingly oiflce and title. 
In everything ho spoke for law and counsel, proscribing 
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arbitrary will. I liavo said that bo earned bis politics too 
far into jibilosopliy ; it is time to say tbo converse, that 
bis politics w(}re uniformly i)hilosopliical. 

That important division of Ethics, which enforces tbo 
moral necessity of sclf-resti-aint, and prescribes its most 
salutary methods, fnniishod oui* author with a wide field 
for his rhctoiical powers. This subje(!t may, indeed, bo 
considered as exhausted by the ancients : the wit of man 
win probably say nothinj< finer, or more calculated to set 
this duty iu the chiarest li^ht of reason, than has already 
boon jmt on record by tho heathen moralists. Many 
of thoin havo sui'passed Cicero in tho energy of their 
conceptions : but it would bo difficult to i)oinl out any 
of thoii* ai’^mouts for tho i)owor of man over himself*, 
which are not touched upon in tho books ‘‘ Do Officiis,” 
tho “Tusculan Quc'stioiis,” and others of a like desesription. 
It is true we iind little that a 2 )pears entirely his own ; ho 
used with no nijrgard hand the stores of his incdecessors, 
and hardly seemed to havo much conlidonce in what he 
said, unless ho could g(5t somebody else to vouch for it. 
Tho Stoic, Pauttitius, sup^died him with tho wffiolo scheme, 
find most of tho details in his Offices. Erom tho Epicu- 
reans, wffioso general doctrine ho rc^garded with aversion, 
ho seems to havo borrowed those views concoiuing 
friendship,* which difi‘u8© a gentle light oyer the sterner 
aspect of his other opinions. The inflexible followers of 

* I mean their conviction of its importance, and earnest recom- 
mendation of it by counsel and by practice, not theh theory of 
5ia xp«*as,** against which Cicero justly inveighs. The 
friend«hix»s of the Epicureans were famous all over the world. 

Gassendi is so impressed with the amiable picture of concord, and 
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Zeno and Chrysippus wore entirely devoted to the heroic 
attributes of human will : * they often mistook pride for 
vii'tuo ; the selfish feeling that leads men to persevere in 
a particular coui’se of thought and conduct, in order to 
prove to themselves thoii* power of deteiinuiation, for the 
humble and self-sacrificing spirit, which dcisii'cs only to 
know itseK as the seiwant of conscience and of God. 
Their KaropOoffia^ or ideal life of lectitude, was ontholy 
devoid of passion, and incapable (had they known it !) of 
vii’tuo, as of vice. The later Stoicjs, indeed, were made of 
better stulf : a now light had then begun to shine in tho 
darkness of the woild, and the warmth of its beams made 
them unconsciously relax tho folds of th(ar “Stoic fur.” 
“ ‘Ajuo aTraOeffrarov tivai, a/xa 8< ^iKoffropyorarov^** is the milder 
fonn in which tho imperial sago cont(unplated his idea 
of moral perfection, lieforo tho time) of Cicero, tho meek 
and passive affecjtions wore held by theso scholastics 
unworthy f)f tho loftiness of viitue. Fortunately, how- 
ever, ho was not, like them, a ihilosojiher by i>rofession ; 
hp was a Eoman gentleman, and would not consent to 
give up feebngs that adorned society, and constituted 
domestic life. Ilis dialogues “ T)e Amicitia ” and “Do 
Sonoctuto ” have a fine mellow tone of colouring, which 
sets them perhaps above all his other woiks in point of 
originality and beauty.t They como more from the man 

pleaswmt intercourse, that he is ready to believe “ talem Societatem 
caelestis concordiai sinu genitam, nutritam, ac finitam .” — De vitd et 
moTibm Epkun. 1. ii. c. 6. 

* **Tr}v nrpocup€(rtUf** says Epictetus, in the spirit of the founder, 
“ ouSc d Zeus PiKTjffcu Suparat,*' 

• f I learn, with i>lcasare, that this is also the opinion of one 
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himself : spontaneous pleasure from his heart seems, like 
a delicate other, to surround the recollections ho detains, 
and the anticipation ho indulges. How gi’and and dis- 
tinct is the person of Cato ! What a heautiful blending 
of the individual patriot, as wo know him from history, 
with the ideal character of age ! 

When wo pass from the eloquent moralities of Cicoro 
to examine the foundations of his ethical system, we find 
a sudden blank and deficiency. Ilis praises of friendship, 
as one of the duties as well as ornaments of life, never 
seem to have suggested to his thoughts any resemblance 
of that solemn idea which alone solves the enigma of our 
feelings, and while it supplies a moaning to conscience, 
explains the destination of man. That ho htid road Plato 
with delight, wo see abundant tokens, and his expressions 
of admiration and gratitude to that great man remain as 
indications of a noble temper : but that ho had read him 
with right discernment can hardly bo supposed, since he 
prefers the sanctions of morality provided by the later 
Grecian schools to the sublime principle of love, as taught 
by the founder of the Academy. My meaning perhaps 
requii’cs to bo explained more in detail. 

Love, in its simplest ethical sense, as a word of the 
same import with sympathy, is the desire which one 
sentient being feels for another’s gratification, and con- 
sequent aversion to another’s pain. This is the broad and 
deep foundation of our moral nature. The gradations of 
superstructure are somewhat less obvious, because they 

of the greatest of our great men now alive — ^the Reformer of 
English Poetry, the author of the “Lyrical Ballads,” and the 
“Excursion.” 
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involve the hitherto obscure process by which there arises 
a particular class of emotions,* affecting us with pleasure 
or with pain, according as the condition of our affections 
is sympathetic, or the reverse. These emotions are, in 
one sense, the strongest wo possess, because they are 
independent of oui* senses, and of external circumstances, 
and are only (jonversant with the sources of action : yet, 
for this very reason, they too often succumb to other 
passions, less intimately connected with the permanent 
parts of our constitution, as active beings, but nomished 
by the changing accidents of sensation ; and, in this view, 
we may lament, with Butler, that “ conscience has not 
power, as she has authority.” 

The accession of this new mode of consciousness intro- 
duces a now kind of affection to other beings, compounded 
of the original sympathy, and of what has been termed 
moral complatjency.f A notion of similar susceptibility 
gave occasion to that primaiy sentiment; and now a 
commimity of moral disposition is required for the 
exercise of this secondary sentiment. We do not cease 
to be moved by the first : but wo have superinduced 
another, more restricted in its choice of objects, but 
attaching us more powerfully, because derived from a 
more developed nature. Other developments of our 

* I refer to Sir J. Mackintosh’s Dissertation on Ethical Philo- 
sophy, (prefixed to the Supplement of the Encyclopedia Britannica, ) 
the most important contribution, in my very humble judgment, 
which, for many years, has enlarged the inductive philosophy of 
mind* 

+ See “A Dissertation on the Nature of Virtue,” by Jonathan 
Edwards, — clarum et venerabile nomen, of which America may be 
justly proud I 
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iacultioa will successively produce other siinilmities : aud 
detormine, in different directions, our scmsihility : but 
since oiu* whole frame of thouglit and fouling is affected 
by our moral (iondition, and “ an opiiiation of conscience 
precedes ovoiy action deliberate enough to b(i called in 
the highest sense voluntaiy,” * this grcjat piinciplo of 
viM'ftl anuftrunifi/ wdll be found to ixjiwado and tinge 
every soi-t of rosomblanco, siiffi(ji(^nt to give rise to 
attachment. 

T(j ius])ire men wdth this virtuous passion, which, how- 
ever disjMirsed over particular aff(H*.tions, and j)er(;eptiblc 
ill them, has, like coiistaence, fi‘om which it sinings, too 
little hold on sensation to act often fi’oni its owm unaided 
rosoiuc(^s, was the groat aim of the Platonic ]>liiloso2)hy. 
Its mighty master, who “wTTjyy itp^Cofi^pos disconied 
far more of the (cardinal points of our human position 
than numbers, whoso more accurate perception of details 
has given them an inclination, f but no right, to sneer at 
his immoidal compositions — ^ITato saw very early, that to 
communicate to our nature tliis noblest kind of love, the 
love of a w^oi’thy object, would have the effect of a rege- 
neration to the soul, and would (jstablish conscience in 
nearly the same intimacy with the w’oild of the senses, 
* Mackintosh, Dissert, y p. 181. 

+ We need not wonder at the flippant Bolingbroke for jesting at 
Plat(» (see Fragments aud Minutes of Esfwys, passim) ; the lofty 
intellect of Verulam may well be permitted to occupy its view with 
the abundant future, even to the detriment of his judgments on 
.'intiquity : but wliat excuse shidl be made for Montesquieu, when 
he coolly pronounces the Platonic dialogues unworthy of modem 
pemsal, and is half inclined to wonder what the ancients could find 
to like in them ? — See Lettres Persannes, 
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wliich she already maintains with cm* intoiior existence. 
HencM) liis constant presentation of morality under the 
aspect of Leauly, a ])racticc favoured by th() languaf^o of 
his countiy, where fi’oin an early j)eriod the sanuj to koXov 
had comprehended tluim both, lienee that frequent com- 
mendation of a more livtdy scintiment than has lixisled in 
(jthor times betwinai man and man, the niisundorstanding 
of which has ro])ellod several fiom the deep tenderness and 
splendid imaginations of the Pha)dnis and th() Sym- 
])osiuin, but which was evidcnitly resorted to by Plato, on 
account of the social prejudices which at ILat, time 
depressed woman below her natui'al station, and w’hich, 
evtin had the pliilosojiher himself cntii'oly suimoimted 
them, would have rendcu’cd it perhaps impossible to per- 
suade an Athenian audience tliat a female mind, especially 
if restrainod within the limits of chastity and modest 
obedience, could ever ])osscss attractions at all worthy to 
fix the regard, much loss exliaust the capacities of this 
highest and purest manly love. There was also another 
reason. The soul of man 'was considered the best object 
of ipcas^ because it paiiiook most of the presumed nature 
of Divinity.* There ai-e not wanting in the Platonic 
writings clear traces of his ha'ving perceived the ulterior 

* When a general admiration for Plfito revived with the revival 
of arts and learning, the difference of social maimers, which had 
been the gradual effect of Christianity, led men naturally to fix the 
reverential and ideal affection on the female character. The ex- 
pressions of Petrarch and Dante have been accused as frigid and 
unnatural, because they flow from a stote of feeling which lielonged 
to very peculiar circumstances of knowledge and social position, 
and which are not easily comprehended by us who live at a 
different period. 
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destiny of this passion, and the grandeur oi^that object, 
which alone can absorb its rays for time and for eternity. 
The doctrine of a i)ersonal God, himself essentially love, 
and requiiing the love of the creature as the completion 
of his being, often seems to tremble on the lips of the 
master, but it was too strange for him, too like a fiction 
of wayward fancy, too liable to metaphysical objections. 
“ It is difficult,” he says, “to find, and more difficult to 
reveal, the Father of the Universe.” * There ho h^ft it, 
and there it remained, until the message of universal 
baptism was given to the twelve. Few or none of the 
immediate successors to Tlato wore impressed with the 
religious character of his philosophy ; or if their hearts 
were conscious of a new and stimng influence, while they 
perused those sacred writings, their understanding took 
no note of its real tendency, but asciibod it to the effect 
of eloquence, or the Socratic method. The Alexandiian 
school indeed read with open eyes, -f but Christianity had 
* In Timseo. 

+ Many tenets, however, of the New Platonists were perversions 
from the original doctrine to serve an es|)ecial purpose. These 
factious recluses hated Christianity even more than they reverenced 
its precursor ; and for the erotic character, impressed on the new 
religion, they would have gladly substituted visions of intellectual 
union with the Absolute, and complete abstraction from the inlets 
of sensation, ^he old Platonic language, out of which they 
manufactured their systems, was made use of probably by its 
author, as the best means he could devise for elevating the minds of 
his hearers above low and vulgar motives. I have no faith in those 
who fancy a scheme of his real opinions may be constructed from 
his works, or that it was any part of his design to improve man* 
kind by the communication bf psychological knowledge. When he 
relates a legendary tale, like that of Atlantis in the Timseus, we do 
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given thorn the hint : and it is beyond contradiction, that, 
before the Christian ora, the only part of the earth’s 
surface 'in which the First and Great Commandment was 
recognised, hardly occupied a larger extent than the 
principality of Wales, and was inhabited by a set of stiff- 
necked people, whom the polite and wise of this world 
esteemed below their contempt. Upon this insulated 
nation how wonderful had been the eflToct produced ! In 
their singular literature a strong light was thrown upon 
recesses of the human heart, unknown to Grecian or 
Eoman genius. Their thoughts pursued a separate track, 
and their habits of life, consonant to those thoughts, were 
unlike the customs of nations. In them wo see a now 
phase of the human character, the same that has since 
been expanded by the Christian dispensation, and the 
loftiest we can conceive to exist in any body of men. It 
proceeds from the recognition of God, as a living and 
proximate agent, constituting the course of nature and 
suspending it at wiU, raising up and overthrowing nations 
by particular providence, and carrying on a pei’i)etual wai* 
for the salvation of each individual soul. The spirit of 
holy love flows naturally from this faith, and fulfils the 
obligations of conscience. But it seems impossible that 
the unrevealod Divinity, however credited by natm'ol 
reason, should inspire such transports as glowed in the 
bosoms of Hebrew prophets, or dulled the torture of 
those flames and racks on which Christian martyrs were 

not Buppoee it necessary to suppose his credence of the story, but 
are content to take it for a beautiful piece of mythology, illustrating 
and serving the main purpose of the (Aogue. Why should we not 
believe the same of his purely metaphysical dissertations ? 
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eager to expire. E(ivelation is a voluntaiy approximation 
of the Iniiiiito Being to the ways and thoughts of finite 
humanity. But until this stop has boon taken by 
Almighty Grace, how should man have a warrant for 
loving with all his heart and mind and streiigtli ? Plow 
may his contracted and localised individuiility not be lost 
in the unfathomable doiiths of thti Eternal and Immense ? 
Can he love what he does not know ? Can h(i know what 
is essentially incompi’chonsible ? The exercise of his 
reasoning faculties may have con\dn(;ed him that a 
Supreme Mind exists, but the same faculties should havo 
taught, that its nature is ])crfectly dissimilar from tho 
only mind with which he is acquainted, and that when 
he gives it the same name, it is with reference to the 
similarity of tho respective eflects. It* regardless of the 
limits within which he is bound to philosoi)hiso, he admits 
XI little Anthropomoiqdiism into his system of belief, yet 
ho will hardly venture to consider a passion, resembling 
human love, enough to deserve tho same appellation, as 
in any degree compatible with that indei)endent feheity, 
which ho ascribes to the Being of beings. How then can 
he love a Spirit, to whoso happiness he bears no relation, 
and whose perfections, since they are vast, must be vague, 
embodied in no action, concentrated upon no point of 
time? The thing is imi)ossihle, and has never been. 
Without tho Gospel, natui'o exhibits a want of harmony 
between our intrinsic constitution, u-nd tho system in 
which it is placed. But Christianity has made uj) the 
difi'ereuco. It is possible and natural to love the Father, 
who has mado us his Cpdi^en by the spirit of adoption : 
it is possible and natural to love tho Elder Brother, ^ho 
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was, in all things, liko as wo are, except sin, and can 
succour those in temptation, having Ixuiu himself tcuiptod. 
Thus the Cliristian faith is the necessary coinpleiiKait of a 
soimd ethical system. 

Ignorant by his position of this fact, untaught by 
imagination and meditative fooHng, the attendant Saifiovts 
of l*lato, to discern the tendencies of man towards this 
future consummation, the author of Roman i>hil()sophy 
sought a foundation for his moral system in the o])posite 
hemisphere of mind. IIo tiu*ncd trom the gi’ovc^s of 
Academus, and the refreshing source “ /laAa ilfvxpou 
u5otos,’'* to embrace the stately doctiim^ of Stoicism, or 
that of the Renpatotics, which ho considered us ditfoiing 
rather in words than matter. lie left the heart for the 
head, sentiment for reason ; and jdaced himself boldly in 
the ranks of those, who, reversing the order of nature, 
have endeavoured to confound the character of our 
reflection on feeling, with the character of fljeling itself, 
and seek to jiccount for the moral obligation of beings 
whoso activity derives fr'om emotion, by theories only 
respective of a subsequent congixdty in perceptifm. The 
great and palpable distinctions between the E])icuroan 
and Stoical systems am exposed on the surface of history, 
and it would bo idle to repeat an enumeration, so often 
made, and so familiar to the most hasty reader. But 
they may be considered in a more universal relation, than 
perhaps they yet h»ve been, as iUustrating the different 
positions of human intelligence, with respect to religion 
on one hand, and philosophical truth on the other. Some 
justice perhaps remains to be done to Epicurus, if it can 

* See the exquisite passage in tl^e Phesdrus^ sub init. 

N 
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bo shown, as I think it can, that his inspection of human 
naturo elicited results of great importance to the science 
of mind, and conformable to the discoveries of modem 
analysis, although he did not perceive the real connection 
and place of these facts, and suffered himself to cover 
their meaning by a paralogism of specious simplicity’’, 
because his mental sight vras more quick and keen than 
it W'as steady, his imagination not sufficiently delicate to 
inspire such pure wishes as might have kei>t up attentive 
reseai’ch in the right quainter. 

It is impoi’tant to keep in mind, while we investigate 
the progress of ancient philosophy, that the province of 
metaphysical analysis w^as not (and before the Chi'istian 
era, could not safely bo) disjoined from that of moral 
instruction. A school of philoso])hy stood in the place, 
and answered the purpose, as far as it w’as able, of a 
national church. To trace the origin of emotions, and the 
connection of motives in the mind, was an object, which, 
however interesting to the lover of truth, yet was justly 
considered subordinate to the enforcement of moral duties, 
and the exhibition of the beauty of vii*tuo to the heart. 
It is a circumstance of the utmost moment in the histoiy 
of cjur rac>o, and one whiesh seems an admirable sign of 
superintending wisdom, that while problems relating to 
the original formation and secret laws of conscience 
continue to allure and baffle oiir speculation, its main 
results have never admitted of sufficiejit doubt to poiplox 
those simple reasonings upon them, which from the 
earliest ages, and in the darkest times, have made the 
plainest form of address from man to man, for the encou- 
jagement of good, and the depression of evil* But it is 
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clear, also, that the obviousness of these materials for 
moral argument, and the necessity, felt by every good 
man, and felt in proportion to his intensity of meditation 
on those subjects, of using his mental energies to incul- 
cate the lessons dediiced from them, must have operated 
in no slight degree to prevent or confuse a calm, strict, 
intellectual examination of these all-important parts of 
our constitution, as objects of inductive science. Trath 
is a jealous, as well as a lovely mistress ; and she will 
never brook in her adorers a dividcMl altcmtion. On the 
other hand, such is the awful solemnity that invests the 
shi’ine of virtue, that wo cannot wonder if they who per- 
ceived the signatures of divinity upon it, were reluctant 
to examine its structure, and dobmnino its i>roportic)iis. 
From these premises, I think, wo should be led to cxi)oct 
a more rigorous ])rosccution of the metaphysics of Ethics 
among those sects of philosoi)hy, which have least claim 
on oui’ moi’al aiipi’obation and reverence. Wo should not 
look for caT’oful distinction, or close d(<duction, where wo 
discover the ardour of a noble enthusiasm, and admire an 
exalted conviction of the purposes, for which om- natiuo 
was framed, and the dignity to which it may arrive. Wo 
should seek them rathor among colder temperaments, 
devoid of imaginativo faith, and susci'])tible of no emotion 
so strongly, as of the delight in dispelling illusion, a^d 
clearly comprehending the fundamentEil relations of our 
ideas. In laying down this position, 1 hopo I shall not 
be understood to assert a real superiority in this latter 
class of thinkers. The previous part of this Essay will 
sufficiently testify my opinion, that the man who is 
deficient in susceptibility of emotion will make a soiry 

n2 



180 


ESSAY ON THE 


survey of mental phenomena, precisely because he will 
leave out of his account the most extensive and efficient 
portion of the facts. On tho other hand, one who con- 
templates nature through tho medium of imagination and 
feeling, peiceives innumerable combinations of subtle 
emotion, v hich are entii*ely out of tho other’s sight, and 
does infinitcdy more to increase the gi’oss amount of 
human knowledge than tho more logictil obseiver. We 
must distinguish, however, between tho jiiiiiciples of 
mental grovd:h, and their i)i‘oducts. Wo are more con- 
cerned to know the latter, because it is tho infinite vaiiety 
of these whicih constitutes our existence. To this know- 
ledge Tuoi’o is ministered by passion than by all the foims 
of dis])assionato perception. But for the particular pur- 
l)oso of searcliiiig out tho simple i)3*incii>]es, on which theso 
manilbld i*osults are dexiendent, tho rocpiisito habits of 
thought are entir(dy different. The mind must, as much 
as possible, abstract itself from tho influence which all 
associated modes exert on the will, and permit no feeling, 
except tho desire of truth, to come in contact with tho 
conceptions of tho understanding. Of coiuse this will bo 
especially necessary, when the object of research hajipons 
to be tho character and origin of our moral sentiments : 
for as none cany such authority with them, so none aro 
more likely to act as a distuibing force. This view 
receives abundant illustiutiou frxim the history of .every 
period in the progress of philosoiffiy; but, as has been 
already intimated, the facts it embraces are most palpable 
among the ancients, because Christianity has materially 
altered our situation with respect to ethical studios. That 
mightj” revolution which brought the poor and unlearned 
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into the possession of a pure code of moral opinion, that 
before had existed only for the wise, and crownod this 
gi-oat benefit by another, of which wo have spoken above, 
which is still more incalculably valuable, the inseiiion of 
a now life-giving motive into the inide mass of human 
dosmos, could not fail to add fi’eedom and vigour to intel- 
lectual impiiiy, by tho satisfaction it afforded to moral 
aspiration, and tho cci’lainiy, or even tiitencss, iinjiartod 
by it to many topics, which in fonner days had occupied 
much of the time and thought of j^hilosophers. A littbi 
reflection, indeed, will son'o to show us that the causes of 
hindrance are not removed, but only weakened by thtj 
change, and that duiing some ponods in tho grovdh of 
Christian civilisation, they will operate with a force, 
nourished by tho ciivumstancos, and fulfilling the i)Uipost^ 
of those peculiar e2)ochs. But into those considerations 
I have not now to enter : I wish to a])ply the iiiles of 
judgment I have endeavoured to establish to tho origin of 
those rival factions of tho IWch and tho Garden. 

The first i)hilosopher who fairly handled tho question 
of Final Good * (a question which onco sot in agitation 

* Theories, wliich made pleasure the chief good, were not indeed 
unknown before his time, since the school of Gyrene had exi)reHsly 
taught this opinion, and we Icani from Aristotle that Eudoxus had 
similar views. But Aristix^pus was a coarse sensualist, like our 
own Mandeville, and the influence of Eudoxus does not ap})ear to 
have been extensive, or his theory anything better tlian a formula 
for selfish habits. In the best schools of antiquity this question is 
little dwelt upon, and never started in tbe })recise, scholastic shape, 
which it assumed when dialectics became flishionable. Even Aristotle, 
the great representative of the analytic and theorising tendencies of 
human intellecti evades the real metaphysical question oonceming 
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has continued to excite the most contentious discussion, 
and has not yet been consigned to a satisfactoi'y repose) 
was the first also, who uplifted a daring voice against the 
solemn articles of universal belief. Epicums, who had 
laid his sacrilegious hand upon the altars of mankind, was 
not deterred fi-om his pursuit of fii*st principles by any 
superstitious reverence for the unapproachabh^ sanctity of 
virtue. Instt^ad of assuming certain impressions as causes, 
before ho had ascertained them not to bo effects, he 
thought it best to begin at the beginning, to discover first 
by experience some ultimate element in the mind, and 
then, retuining by the way of cautious induction, to trace 
the extent of its oi)erations, before he ventured to petition 
Nature for another principle. In this return he com- 
mitted some veiy impoiiant mistakes: but it has appeared 
to me that his beginning was con’oet, and his eiToneous 
additions easily seijauxblo from the incumbered truths. 
When this eminent man commenced his reflections on 
human life, his attention seems to have boon most forcibly 
an’estod by one primary fact. lie saw that man, besides 
the perceptions of his senses, has two distinct natures ; 
two distinct classes, that is, of mental states, in which he 
successively, or simultaneously exists; the one 
Aoyow,” foimdod in his susceptibility of pleasure and pain, 
and comprehending all the wondoiiul combinations of 
those elements from the simplest forms of delight and 
grief to the most composite involutions of passion; the 

the nature of virtue, while his delineations of the habits it produces, 
are most of them excellent, and his collection of facts of mental 
experience invtduable, both as a specimen of induction, and an 
inte^al part of our sum of knowledge. 
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other, which is made' up of concqMom of what has pre- 
viously existed either for the senses, or the emotions, or 
this very conceptivo faculty, and whicjh, while it brings us 
irresistible evidence of our connection with something 
past, inspires us with an efiual certainty tluit we can 
govern something futarc. Ho perceived (few so clcaily) 
that to the first of these natures alone is entnisted the 
high prerogative of diiocting those states of mind, which 
immediately precede action. I’leasure he found in every 
desire, desire in eveiy volition ; spontaneousness in eveiy 
act. Throughout the whole range of consciousness he 
could find no instance in which a.conceptive state, a mere 
thought, stood in the same close relation to any voluntary 
process, which is occupied by the various comlitions of 
feeling. Having made this discovery, that ploasui'o is the 
main-spring of action, he lost no time in communicating 
it to the world; but, unfortunately, in his haste to 
apply this principle, he coupled it with another, utt(}rly 
unproved, and, as it soon api)eared, not only incapable 
of proof, but productive of the most detrimental conse- 
quences to all who received it for tmth. He asserted, 
that as Pleasure is a constituent part of every desire, so 
it must needs bo the only object desired. The asseriion 
has in all ages foxmd an echo, and, while it cannot be 
matter of surprise that such doctrine should find sup- 
porters among the profligate, or the feeble, among 
republicans declining to luxurious ruin, or the courtly 
flatterers of a munificent tyranny ; yet even an habitual 
observer of those metaphysical cj’clos, in which human 
opinions have their periodical seasons of fluctuation, might 
perhaps bo inclined to deviate fi:om his “nil admirari,” 
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when he sees a fallacy, liable to such easy detection, 
reproduced and defended in some more favoured gene- 
rations. Wo all in common convei’sation and common 
thought presume the objeM of a desire, that which it 
exclusively regards, and by which it is limited, to be 
the very thing which makes a difference between tho 
* qualHy of that desire, and the quality of any other. Now, 
desii’O can only bo cx(iitod by a thought of the object;* 
and as wo can certainly form a thought of our neigh- 
boui’’s pleasure, as well as of. our own, it seems absui'd to 
contend, that no such thought can bo tho exciting cause, 
and represent tho external object of our dosiin.t The 

* Strictly spea^<in^^, nothing but the thought should 1)6 called the 
object of desire. For desire implies futurity, and nothing future 
can actually exist, although it may be reiircsented. If we wish to 
give HU exhaustive definition of that internal condition, which we 
expencnce when w’e desire, we must include not fmly the strong 
ploasunihle impulse, together with the painful sense of privation, 
but an accompanying judgment that our thought is not fallacious, 
and will liave a corresponding reality in the nature of things. 

'h The idea of our own previous ])leasure may sometimes co«exist 
with, or form part of such a thought, but when we feel generously 
it occupies a small space, and in iioint of fact is 7iever the part 
regarded. The desire of happiness considered as permanent 
well-being, is still more repugnant to the presence of "Aiuous 
desire, which is always intensely .occupied with some proximate 
point of futurity, beyond which it does not cast a glanqe. To 
excite the desire of happiness, or rational self-love, (amour de sot, 
as distinguished from a^nour propre) in order to produce a return 
to virtue, is laudable, and very effectual. In the impexicet con- 
dition of humanity tliis is the strongest imjmlse to th(t£ heights 
which the soul is ** competent to gain,” hut not "to keep.” Upon 
ill m, however, "purior tether Incubat^ et laigd diffiiso Inmine 
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reality of benevolence is tbe corner-stone in the sanctuary ; 
“those who fall upon it will be broken.” However a 
right feeling may have made thoir conclusions better 
than their ]:)reinises, when they come to touch upon this 
subject the inconsistency of thoir theories will appear. 
But those, “ui)onwhom it shall fall” — ^who have been 
fatally led by their speculations into correspondent prac- 
tice — “ it will giind them to powder ! ” “ C’ost la manic,” 
says Eousseau, “ do tons les j)hilosophes de nior ce qui 
est, et de prouvor co qui n’est pas.” Epicurus, having 
commenced with a mistake of the latter kind, in assuming 
one thing as proved, because he had shown another to 
be true, proceeded to deny, or at least to pass over, the 
most iinijortant function of our nature. No one, he said, 
could live lightly without living pleasurably; and no 
one pleasurably, without living rightly. But he omitted 
to say, that the pleasure arising from viituous action 
is a peculiar pleasure, difftrhaj in kind from every other ; 
because it gratifies a peculiar desire, which is not excited 
by the conception of any external circumstance, but 
solely by the thought of pure, disinterested affection, 
or qualities conducive to it. By this confusion of the 
pleasures and pains, dejjcndcnt on moral desire, with 
others which result from exti’insic circumstances, and 
never therefore can affect the essentials of our emotive 

ridet.” The a«t of loving another excludes self-love. An eternity, 
then, which should consist in love of God, would im])ly by the terms 
of the definition, tlie impossibility, not of feeling felicity, nor even 
of reflecting upon it, but certainly of dmring its continuance for 
its own sake. That one sublime love would embrace the whole 
range of desirous susceptibility iu the mind* 
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constitution, althougli they may accidentally he connected 
with its operations, the door was opened to those dan- 
gerous heresies, which set up external advantages, as the 
legitimate aims of virtue, and discourage not only tho 
refined enjoyments that rest in contemplation, but that 
large proportion of a happy life, which is composed of 
subtle and minute jiloasures, accoinpanjdng action and 
evanescent in it, leaving few distinct traces perhaps in 
our visible existence, but unspeakably valuable, because 
they communicate a healthful tone to our whole mental 
system. In spite of these giievous errors, whoso con- 
sequences ran riot through many generations, there 
was this merit in tho Epicui'ean theory, that it laid the 
basis of morality in the right quarter. Sentiment, not 
thought, was declared the motive power : the agent acted 
from feeling, and was by feeling : thoughts were but tho 
ligatures that hold together the delicate materials of 
emotion. 

But tho doctrine, which has conferred immortality on 
the name of Zeno of Cittium, contained no sound psychO’- 
Imjkal principle.’ It was wrong in tho beginning, wrong 
in tho middle, wrroiig in the end. It was not less opposed 
to the Ejiicurean system in its fundamental principles, 
than in its practical results. Impressed with the grandeur 
of moral excellence, and the beauty of that imiversal 
harmony which it seems to subseive, the Stoics thought 
they could not recede too far from the maxims of their 
irreligious opponents.* They protested against the simple 

* Zeno came into the field before his rival : but there can be no 
question that the Stoical doctrines were much influenced, and kept 
in extremes, by the repelling force of the new opinions. 
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tenet, from whicli sucli fatal consequences were ostensibly 
derived. “ Not the capacity of pleasure,” they said, “but 
the desire of sclf-prcsoiTation, was the original cause of 
choice and rejection in tho human mind.” They did 
not perceive they were beginning a step lower than the 
Epicureans, without in tho least affecting that axiom, 
which alone in fact could make this step possible. For 
how can we conceive a desire of which pleasure is not a 
component part? Thoro can be no desire in tho mind, 
until some object is contemplated as delightful. Again, 
Self only exists to our consciousness as the common 
character of a series of momontaiy beings. The ’pro- 
position, I desii-o my preservation, includes, if it is not 
defined by, this other ; one of those momentary beings 
exists in the pleasurable thought of a possible successor. 
Now, what has made the thought pleasurable ? Unques- 
tionably, a previous experience of similar states to that 
which the thought represents. A majority of such states, 
then, must have been attended with pleasure; and any 
argument for tho early origin and universal tenure of 
oui* appetite for existence, goes to establish on a firmer 
basis that priority and universality of tha obnoxious 
HSoj^, for which Epicurus contended, since it necessarily 
presumes that agreeable feeling is attached to tho exorcise 
of every faculty. The next great dogma of the Stoics 
was sadly destitute of metaphysical precision, however 
useful it might be in moral exhortation. Man ought to 
live agreeably to nature. Tho nature of man, they 
proceeded to explain, was rational, and the law of right 
reason therefore was the criterion of conduct, and the^ 
source of obligation. This law, they said, was imprinted 



188 


ESSAY OK THE 


on every mind: it was permanent, it was universal; it 
was absolute : there could be no appeal fi’om a decision, 
which was the voico of lUKdiangeable Divinity. By 
listening to this internal mandate wo acquire a sense of 
moral obligation, which nothing else can confer ; for wo 
are iiTCsistibly led to perceive our position, as parts of a 
system, and the consequent imi)roprioty of all acts that 
tend to an individual i>urposo, instead of furtheiing the 
gi’oat plans of universal legislation. It does not seem 
very chuir, whether the suppoiters of this theoiy added to 
it, as many since have done, the notion of an innneOmte 
perception of Bight and Wrong by the intellect, or 
whether they derived the intellectual conviction simply 
from a reflective siUToy of the several boaiings and 
relations of mental states, and a strong comdetion from 
experience, that whatever holds good for one intelligent 
and sentient being, will hold good wherever these quali- 
ties obtain. These, however, are the two foiins which 
the Intellectual theory has assumed, and in neither of 
these, I think, can its lofty pretensions bo justifled. To 
the first opinion, that of immediate perception, it may bo 
sufficient to reply, that until it can be shown that our 
notion of Eight expresses essentially * anything more than 

* I say “essentially,** becjiuse it is undoubtedly true that many 
notions have been so joined Mdth this by custom, as to coalesce with 
it in the eyes of ordinary reflection. That of a Supreme Governor, 
for instance, and our duty to him as living under his rule, which is 
clearly transferred from our observation of civil society. That of 
Utility also, and of Beauty ; and these are more readily imagirmi 
the mind, as being more connected with visible forms, than a 
feeling which has no outward object, but is terminated by a spiritual 
disposition like itself. 
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a relation and character of feeling, it would he highly 
unphUosophical to substitute for this simido, reflective 
notion, which wo all undorshmd, a phenomenon, jieifoctly 
dissimilar by tlio tonus of its definition from every other 
mental state, and yot producing no effect in the mind, 
that might not as w(iU be produced by those natural 
processes which pi*ovail in every other instance. Tho 
second view is undoubtedly con'oet in itself, but the 
“ budge doctors ” have taken it out of place. It embraces 
the result of coi*tain mental combinations, not their origin, 
or thoii‘ law. Wo come to know that we aro pai ta of a 
system, and to perceive tliat additional chann in viitue, 
which it derives from association with intellectual con- 
gruity, long after we have felt oursolvos moral beings ; 
and it may bo questioned whether tho addition makes 
much diireronco in the conduct of any, except perhaps 
tho few whoso minds have been exclusively dii'octod to 
the pocuHar pleasures of scientific meditation. But the 
vico of this celebrated theory lies deeper — ^in tho mufioe 
of its adoption; the wiong wish* to obtain a greater 
certainty for the operations of feeling than its own nature 
affords, supported by tho wi’ong supposition that this 
certainty would be found within tho domain of inteUect. 
“Man is, what ho knows.” The pregnant words of 
Bacon ! but this is only true, because he knows what he 
feels. Wo ai'o apt to be misled by tho common use of 
language, which sets reason or reflection in one scale, 
and impulse or feeling in .the other, and appropriates a 
right course of conduct to tho foimer alone. Tho fact 
is, as may be evident to any who will take the pains to 
considor, that reflection has no more immediate influence 
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on action in tho one caso than in the other. But here lies 
the diflPeronco : reflection may bring up conceptions of 
many feelings, good, had, and indifferent, so that the mind 
may choose ; but those who act from the impulse of one 
predominant passion without allowing the intoiwention of 
any conc(jptivo state, debar themselves from their power 
of election, and voluntarily act as slaves. 

We are now bettor enabled to consider the question, 
whidi of those two sects. Stoic oi* Ei)icurean, did most 
for the advance of psychological knowledge, and, if the 
foregrnng obseiwations be founded on tmth, wo cannot, 
I think, hesitate to pronounce, that it was not that sect 
which did most for the general incroaso of moral and 
religious cultivation. Tho ai-doui*, with which the fol- 
lowers of Zeno contemplated the holiness of conscience, 
led them to subvei’t the fundamental distinctions of 
nature, in order to establish that adorable queen on what 
they considered a siuairor throne. On tho other side, tho 
sophists of tho Garden, who unfortunatedy for themselves 
withstood tho great instincts of humanity, and turned 
tho legitimate war against sujjerstition into an assault on 
the strongholds of religious faith, had no temptation to 
neglect or porveii; those observations of experience, which 
at first sight seemed to favoiu theii* misguided predilec- 
tions. They stopped too tdiori, and they assumed too 
much ; but they pointed to some primaiy tiuths, which, 
though simple, were, it seems, liable to neglect, and tho 
nearest deductions from which it has taken many centuries 
to disentangle fr:om error, the unavoidable consequence 
of greater laxity in investigation, prompted by the same 
imxiety to promote the cause of morals by confrising it 
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with that of science, which in a different, and certainly 
less pardonable form, threw Galileo into his duii{»Gon, and 
still raises a factions clamour against the discoveries of 
Geology, and any effectual application of criticism to the 
style and tenor of the Biblical writings. That in the 
eternal hannony of things, as it subsists in the creative 
idea of the Almighty, the two separate worlds of intellect 
and emotion conspire to the same end, the possible 
perfection of human nature; that in proportion as wo 
“ close up truth to truth,” wo discover a gieater corre- 
spondence between the imaginative suggestions, on which 
the heai’t reposes, and the actual results of accumulated 
experience, so that wo may enlarge and strengthen in 
ourselves the exi)ectation of theii* perfect coincidence in 
some future condition of being; that the revelations of 
Christianity, while they approve themselves to oui* minds 
by their thorough conformity to the human character, 
appearing, as Coleridge expresses it, “ideally, morally, 
and historically true,” afford a pledge of this ultimate 
union, and in many important rcs|>octs a realisation of 
it to our present selves; these considerations should 
encourage every man, who makes them a part of his 
belief, not to refuse his assent to a tiuth of obseiwation 
because it is impossible to prove from it a tiuth of 
feeling, and still less to flatter mankind into an a^’ooablo 
delusion by suborning a fictitious oiigin to notions, which 
are not really loss expressive of eternal truth, because 
they result from those simple elements and general 
laws, which the human intellect is invited, because it is 
enabled, to master, but beyond which “ nequo scit, neque 
potest.” 
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In adopting tho Stoical system, Cicero pledged himself 
to its eriws, and became involved in its confusion. Ho 
was less dogmatical than his teachers; thanks to tho 
Academic bias : but ho was also loss subtle, less strong- 
sighted, and never clearly understood tho question in 
debate. Justly incensed at tho indoloiicG and spreading 
immorality which characterised the Epicurean §i of his 
time, he commenced a war of extennination against tho 
doctrine of “Gargottius iUe,’’ to whoso authority they 
appealed with almost filial reverence. But ho neither 
did justice to his refd merits, nor perceived where 
his fallacy lay. There is a singular perplexity in his 
arguments on this subject, and a feebleness even in his 
declamation. We learn from himself that his antagonists 
(not those who, created for tho pniposo of being refuted, 
figure in his dialogues, but the loss easy gentlemen 
whom ho met with in real life) complained loudly of his 
misapprehensions; and the fretful spirit, in which ho 
alludes to the chai'ge, betrays a consciousness that it was 
not wholly unfounded.* 

* ** Itaquo hoc frequenter dici solet a ^obis, nos non intelligere 
quam dicat Epicurus yoluptatem. Quod quidein inihi siquando 
dictum est (est autem dictwn non ^arum scBpe) etsi sjitis clemens 
sum in disputando, tamen inteidum soleo subirsisoi .** — De Fin. 1. ii., 
c. 4. If we compare the elegant sketch of Epicurean philosophy in 
Diogenerf Laertius, and the authontic writings tliere preserved of 
Epicurus himself, with this second hook, we shall he at no loss for 
errors of omission and commission on the part of Oicero. For 

example, he puts the case of an extravagantly drunken fellow, who, 
he says, quoting the words of LuCilius, supped always “libenter,” 
but never “bene.” Therefore, he infers, the Supreme Good 
cannot consist in pleasure, since good and pleasure do not always 
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However unsound may have been these first princijdes 
of Giceronian pliiloso2)hy, and however uncongenial to 
the elements of positive religion, they wore far from 
exhibiting any repugnance to the fimdamental aiijiclos of 
Natural Theology. A Supreme Lawgiver was the natural 
complement of an universal law ; and they who extended 
so wide the rightful empire of reason upon earth, could 
not fail to rejoice when they saw her seated, without 
opposition, and without fear of change, on the throne of 
the universe. .That Cicero gave a cordial, if not always 
an unhesitating adhesion to tho first article of rational 
belief, may be fairly gathered from many passages in 
his works, in which he ti’oats of this important subject. 
His inteUoct perceived its evidences, and his imagination 
exulted in its grandeur. It is not easy perhaps for us, 
who live in a Christian country, at an advancsed period of 
Christian civilisation, and have been familiarly acquainted 
with the great pi-opositions of Theism fi:om our earliest 

coincide. As if it might not be true that all pleasures, quoad 
pleanureSf are good, because akin to the arapa^ia,*^ sought as the 
final ^ood, and yet it^might be necessary to reject certain pleasures, 
not because they were such, but because their result would be 
a preponderance of misery I Epicurus never confounded the sub- 
ordinate and relative importiince of ordinary pleasures with the 
indispensable importance of that pleasure, which ooilteisted “ vivendo 
bene.” In the hook He Senectuto, we find “Quocirca nihil esse 
tarn detestable, tamqne pestiferum, quam voluptatem ; siquidem 
ea, cum major esset atque longior, omne animi Inmen extiugueret.” 
— De Sen,f c. 12. He is speaking of corj^oreid pleasure ; but can 
anything be more absurd than to proscribe a thing altogether, 
because if increased to an imaginary and cxtniordinaiy extent^ it 
will tend to destroy another thing more valuable than itself ? 

0 
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cliildhood, hearing them weekly from the pulpit, and 
meeting them daily in some shaj )0 or other, in literature 
or conversation ; it is not easy, I say, for us to conceive 
the silent rapture, and the eloquent praise, with which 
the philosophers of former time appi'oached that idea of a 
Supreme Mind, which had been the object, and seemed 
to contain the recompense of thc'ir solitary meditations. 
In addition to its natural beauties, there was this relative 
attraction, that it was unknown and supposed inaccessible 
to the multitude. That vast propoi’tion of tho race, who 
drew human breath, and felt hiunan sensations, but on 
whoso mental organisation not much creative power had 
been expended, these poor iStwrat must bo abandoned to 
live and die under tho influence of luone credulity, per- 
haps of superstitious depravation: but it was thepiivilogo 
of supeiior intelligence to ofler a pure and reasonable 
worship in the “ Edita doctriua mplndum tompla sorena.” 
Perhaps the Roman statesman was (3Sp(jciaUy gratified, 
when he learned to contemplate tho universe under tho 
foiins of order and administration. At least, this is the 
aspect he most delights to luesont to us. AH created 
beings, according to him, fonn ono immense common- 
wealth ; and never has his eloquence so stately a march, 
or so sonorous a measui’c, as when, closely treading on 
the vestige of Plato, he aimoimcjos the indelible sanctity 
of human law, and its Ibundalions, not in blind con- 
cun’once, but in the universal analogies of an Eternal 
Mind. 

Ilis arguments are of the description usually called i 
posteriori, and are exactly adajrtcd, bj’^ their clearness and 
their strength, to produce general impression, and to 
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silence, even where they do not convince. He dwells on 
the natural relation which experience pi*oves to exist 
between the supposition of Deity and the tendencies of. 
human belief; on the general, if not universal, custom 
of nations, ancient and recent, barbarian and civilised; 
on the stability afforded by Theism to the conclusions 
of reason, the institutions of polity, and the natural ex- 
pectation of a future state. Above all, he directs attention 
to the haiTnony of the visible universe,* the order and 
beauty of the celestial motions, and the subsoiTiency of 
material objects to the convenience of organic life. How 
should the iimuraerable and w'ondeifnl combinations, 
which our .Qpprohension is tasked in vain to exhaust, 
be refoiTod to an oiigin of inappreh^nsivo late, or void 
casualty ? How may a world, where all is regular and 
mechanically pi’ogressive, arise fi*om a declension of atoms, 
which would never be considered a possible cause of tlie 
far inferior mechanism resulting from human invention ? 
It is the character of this argument to iiicicaso in cumu- 
lative force, as the dominion of man over sunounding 
nature becomes enlarged, and each now discovery of tnith 
elicits a coiTcsponding harmony of design. Hoaiitiful as 
the fitness of things aj)peared in the eyes of Cicero, how 
insignificant was the spectacle when comj)ared to the face 

♦ ‘‘Esse piTestantcm aliquam, aetemamque riaturain, et earn 
susx>icieiidain admiraudamque homiuum generi, ]>ulcliritudo mundi, 
ordoqiie renim ccelestium cogit coiifitcri .’* — Be 1. ii., c. 72. 

“Qu 80 quanto consilio gerantur, nos nullo consilio assequi posf- 
sumus .” — De Nat, JDe., 1. ii., c. 38. “Coelestem ergo admira- 
hilcm ordinem . . . qui vacare mente putat, is ij)sc mentis expers 
habendus est .’* — Be Nat Be,, 1. ii. See the whole of this book, 
especiaJly the eloquent translation of a passage from Aristotle^ 

02 



196 


ESSAY ON THE 


of nature, as we behold it, illuminated on every side, 
and reflected in a thousand min'ors of science ? What 
, tli^n was the study of tho mortal frame ? What the 
condition of experimental physics ? What the knowledge 
of those two infinities which awaited in\'isibly the reveal- 
ing powers of tho microscope, and the “glass of Fiosole?” 
Long after the genius of whom I write had passed from 
his eai*thly sphere of agency, “ tho coutenjg;)lation of an 
animal skeleton flashed conviction on tho mind of Galen, 
and kindled his solitai’y meditation into a hjonn of 
praise.”* It was later yet by many ages, when the 
voice of one, to whom science is indebted for her new 
organisation, and learning for her manifold advancement, 
proclaimed to a tipaid generation, “that much [physical] 
philosophy would bring back a man to religion.” Still 
nearer our memory that patient thinker — ^who laid open 
to tho eyes of his understanding the simple governing 
law, and tho intcnninablo procession of subject worlds — 
Newton found room for the Creator in the creation, and 
passed with ease from tho intenngation of second causes 
to the exalted strain of piety, in which he penned the 
concluding chapter of his Piincipia. 

But to whatever extent our choice of materials for this 
argument has been enlarged, and whatever additional 
beauty and interest have accrued to their application, 
tho argument itself, resting upon simple notions of tho 
understanding, and an induction, wliich, though largo, 
was yet abundantly supplied by tho caiiiest objects of 
sensation, may be considered as almost coeval with the 
intelligence of man, and had no less philosophical weight 
* CoLEBiDOE. Aida to ReHectwn, 
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under the sway of Ptolemy than beneath the enlightened 
ascendancy of Copernicus ; no less dignity of reason in 
the mouth of Anaxagoras, when to his siuTey of the 
various j)honomena presented by matter and motion, he 
added the solemn and necessary formula of completion, 
“ Accessit Mens,” as when adorned in later times by the 
graceful industry of Hay, or the lucid strength of Paley. 
Lot us trans 2 )oH oiu'solvos, in imagination, to the con- 
temiilativo solitude and lofty conversations of our Eoman 
philosopher, when wearied with the business of the city, 
or dosi)airing of the republic (then in danger of forgetting 
her hatred of single domination at tho feet of the most 
accomidishod of usuipors), he retired to shady Tusculum, 
or limpid Pibreiius, or the shores of that beautiful bay, 
which “ null us in orbe sinus prmlucot.” In those 
memorable periods of seclusion from a W'orld, which was 
tempestuous and distressful then, and has not changed 
its character now, ho had leisuro to observe tlie wonders 
of natural operation, and to speculate on those final 
causes, whi(5h give them a higher moaning than the bare 
senses can i)crceive. He saw tho earth covered with fiuits 
from which man derived his sustenance: the i)rocossion of 
the seasons, tho alternation of day with night, bcsi)oke a 
providential care for those vital functions, whoso tenure 
is so frail, while their empiie is so extensive. If he 
directed his eyes to the Italian heaven, we can hardly 
perhaps assert that the same prospect would be disclosed 
to him, which appears to a modem observer : for know- 
ledge will vary and tinge, not indeed the perceptions of 
sense, but the emotions arising out of them, with which 
they are closely intertwined, and which language, never 
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rapid enougli to go along mth quick mental succession, 
comproliends under the general expression, significant of 
the sensitive act. Yet to tho mere sight that i)rospect 
was the same. Tho stars rose and set in their appointed 
courses. Tlio moon presented her various phases with 
a regularity that never deceived anticipation. The 
appearance of a waiideiing comet was too rare lo dislodge 
tho imprcission of design, while even learning, unable to 
oxxdain that phenomenon, was content to lend its aid 
to sujjerstition, and to consider tho ai3X)arentIy lawless 
intiuder as a commissioned herald of change, and 
“pciplexcir of monarchs.” That which after all is tho 
most impoit-ant thing we can obseiTO, and of which our 
]30i‘cc2)tion and belief are necessanly more immediate 
than of anything else, the Mind itself, furnished abundant 
evidence of x)ui*pose by its minute and multiplied cor- 
rosi)ondencies. Coidd Cicero think of his own being, and 
not find it* full of mysterious harmony? PcaifuUy and 
wondei’fiiUy ho, like all of us, was made. Endless are the 
divers undulations of sentiment and idea, which pass 
thi’ough, if they do not compose, tho sentient being : yet 
they fluctuate according to settled laws, and eveiy faculty 
keeps its prescaibod limits, without any variation, or the 
least distobance.* 

* It will be right also to remember, that while the exact 
similarity in the kind of mutual fitness, which in so many dis- 
similar instances one thing bears to another, prevents our considering 
the argument itself as acquiring any accession of intrinsic strength 
in proportion to the growth of knowledge, the most powerful 
among the sceptical objections to its validity have incret&ed in that 
very ratio. Sextus Empiricus was a bold doubter, but he wanted 
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But tho “ porturbatrix Academia” was not entirely 
silent. Cicero know that, if ho missed truth by tho way 

tho advantages of ijoaition possessetl by David Hume. Until the 
analysis of mind had been rigorously pursued by inductive jihilo- 
sophera, so many states of inenUl existtiiicc iippcared siraj»le and 
ultimate, which have since been shown to be cora])ouiided, and the 
abuse of the words Faculty, Power, Eeason, Imagination, and some 
others, had so flattered men into tlie impression that tliey ]>osscsscd 
a great deal of proper activity in tlie soul, independent of, and 
anterior to the actual shites of which they were conscious, that the 
dependent, comiwsite, and divisible* character of the only thinking 
and feeling substance with which they were acquainted was apt to 
escape observation, or at least not to appear in its comi)lcteness and 
universality. When questioned concerning the origin of things, a 
modern Pantheist feels a repugnance to the usual answer, liecause 
it extends caasation beyond the system, comi)reh ending within itself 
the subjective form as well as the objective a2)plication of that 
mode, and because it makes au imaginary repetition of one i)art in 
a system (t, e. of an effect, seemingly organised, and therefore by 
the argument from Final Causes justifying an inference of design) 
to account for the existence of the whole system, and to be itself 
the self-existent and designing cause. Whatever may be the real 
strength of this shaft, it will always glance Jisidc from those who 
have grounded, their assurance on the testimonies of revealed 
religion. The su])posed objector may by them bo ranked in the 
innocuous company of Berosus, Ocellus Lucanus, Jind our good old 
friend in the novel, who was so apt a Icanicr of their “ivogxo*' 
KM &T€\€vraiov TO vau” They will probably be disposed to recog- 
nise the Inind of Providence in this, that the most necessary article 
of belief was supported in times of inferior knowledge by an 
argument, which, from the constitution of the human understanding, 
is adapted to produce the strongest imi^ression, and that philosophy 
was not ripe for the suggestion of anything even plausible on the 
other side, until a city of permanent refuge had been prepared for 
human weakness. But the self-satisfied Deist, who in his anxiety 
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of free inquiry, “he should not miss the reward of it.”* 
In* the person of the Academic Cotta he has displayed 
that principle of his own mind which always rebelled 
against too much appearance of certainty. The dialogues 
“ Do Nature Deorum,” and tho book “ De Divinatione,” 
are excellent specimens of Cicero’s best rhetorical talents, 
his acuteness, his quick perception, and his legal sagacity. 
It would be much against my conscience to ascribe to him 
either wit or humoui* : yet there is sometimes an ai’chnoss 
of remark, and a learned pleasantly, which have not 
unfroquontly reminded mo of Bayle. 

The doctrine of human immortality is so excellent a 
theme for^tho energy of declamation, and the tiiumph 
of debate, that, wore there no other and better reason, 
we might on this account have expected to find Cicero 
its eloquent defender. But his heart needcjd it, as well 
as his head. Struggling all his long and varied life with 
political and private tempests, banished by tho intrigues 
of one, betrayed by tho perfidy of another, slighted by 
those on whom ho had confen-ed inestimablo benefits, 
yet assiu’ed still by his own feelings of the sanctity 
of affection, and the intiinsic excellence bf virtue, it 
was natural indeed that a man, to whom life had been 
such a scone of trial, sliould find poculiai* satisfaction in 
anticipating a state hereafter, in which the inward 
strength should bo greater, and tho outward conditions 

for the simple and the rational, has reduced to so small a number 
the positive articles of his belief, will do well to exaiuine, whether 
the remainder have all that absolute impregnability, and denum* 
Mtrative clearness, which he seems so persuaded ot 

* Lookb. 
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less severe. There is no topic, accordingly* to 'which 
Cicero applied himself with greater ardour, and none per- 
haps on which he had succeeded better in communicating 
his own view to tho minds of succeeding generations. 
The mode of thought in which he apprehends the subject, 
the expressions he employs, tho figures and allusions 
which illustrate and point his arguments, have long since 
become familiar commonplaces, and continue, I suppose, 
in more cases than we incline to imagine, to give habitual 
colour to tho uncertain notions of “ that mob of gentlemen 
who think with ease.’* 

In opposition to his general course of sentiment on this 
subject must be ranked a few sentences, scattered through 
his works, in which the other, tho darker view, suggests 
itself, and is not for awhile authoritatively repelled. 
Some of these dubious expressions occur in letters to 
Epicui'oan friends, and may bo considered as accommo- 
dations to thoii' fixed opinion.* Others are tho offspring 
of mental distress, and represent with painful fidelity 
that mood between contentment and despair, in which 
suffering appears so associated with existence that wo 
would willingly give up one with the other, and look 
forward with a sori of hope to that silent void where, 
if there are no smiles, there are at least no tears, and 
since tho heail; cannot beat, it "will not ever bo broken. 
This is within the range of most men’s feeling, and it 
wore morose to blame Cicero for giving it expression. 
The truth is, however, that a cloud of doubt could not 
but obscure tho land of promise from the eyes of Pagan 
moraUsts. The wise distrusted this doctiftie, because it 


^ See Epia, FamU,, 5. 16 ; t5. 21., 6. 3 i ib» 4. ; ib. 21. 
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was favoTirdfl by their passions. The good thought the 
possession of virtue might perhaps bo its own reward. 
It must be allowed that the subtle, verbal arguments, 
by which Cicero, in common with most other ancients, 
sought to confer an appearance of logical proof on pro- 
positions which can never admit a higher evidence than 
probability, must have seemed, when they did not 
happen to bo in a humour for dialectics, as frail and 
unsatisfactory as the protended demonstrations of their 
opponents. What, for instance, can be more vaguo and 
sophistical than the cuiious jncce of reasoning which 
Cicero insei'ts in his Eepublic, as a woithy and dignified 
conclusion to the most solemn part of that perfonnanco?* 
Nay, lost any of the due effect should be wanting, he 
puts it into the mouth of an immortal being, who wishes 
by the communication of convincing truth to raise the 
inheritor of his earthly gloiy to a participation in his 
celestial repose. It was transfeiTed from the Phoedo of 
the divine Athenian, where it stands, I must confess, in 
rank and file with many others not more condusive than 
itself. Hut I have akoady de^clared my belief, that they 
have done wi'oiig to the memory of Plato, and have shown 
themselves incapable of the spirit of his philosophy, who 
suppose that in his Dialogues the main impression is 
intended to be produced by the direct statement of opi- 
nion, or any inculcation of complete notions by the way 
of argument. Admirable as the metiwd is, with which 
the Socratic coUoquists conduct their debates, the validity 
of the promises or of the conclusions was not equally 
an object of intention in the comprehensive mind that 
* Bee Soim, Scip., at the end of the De Bepnbllcft.” 
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invented their discussions. Not that ho was indifferent 
to truth; but ho chose to convey it dramaticully, and 
trusted more to the suggestions of his reader’s heai-t than 
the convictions of his critical understanding. 

Two things ai'o especially woiihy of notice in Cicero’s 
exposition of his views concerning futurity. The first is, 
that contrary to the ojinions of most ancient philosophers, 
ho promises the? highest rewards to those who cultivated 
an active life, and busied th(imselvos in political pui’suits 
for the advantage of the state.* In this wo again 
recognise the heading idea of the Roman mind : hardly 
content with biinging this world into subseivience to the 
four magic letters, which had more harmony for them 
than the Tetractys of P3rthagoraH, the “gens togata” 
woidd Jain have extend od the empire of convention over 
those shadowy regions, which oi-o ever peopled with 
different inhabitants, according to the different disposi- 
tions of miin’s pi'olific imagination. The second is, his 
contemptuous disbelief of the doctiine, that for tho 
wicked “ .stomas poonas in morto timenduni.” There 
seems, indeed, to bo no natural connection, but the con- 
trary, between this doctiine and our inherent hope of 
immortality. Seldom do we find an instance of such a 
belief gaining gi'ound, independently of positive religion, 
or analogous traditions. Accustomed to transfer our 
notions of earthly legislation to tho idea of the Divino 
character, our thoughts readily ascribe remedial punish- 
ment to tho moral regulation of the universe, but ai’o by 

• See Sonm, Scip,, at the end of the ‘*De RepubhcA** When 
they get to heaven, however they are to be busied **cognitlone 
rerom et scientift.” 
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no means equally inclined to admit tho infliction of 
absolute ruin as compatible with Supremo Benevolence. 
But it is not so easy as we imagine, to adjust the deep of 
creation by measui*oments of fancy, imjioUcd by passion. 
“ Omnia exeunt in mj^sterium,” was tho maxim of the 
schoolmen. That tremendous mystery, which involves 
the nature of evil, may include the irrovorsible doom 
of tho sinful creature witliin some dreadful cycle of its 
ulterior oj)erations. Tliis view is indeed gloomy, and such 
as the iinaginatioii of man, for whom there ai‘o ills enough 
at hand without a gratuitous conjo(*>turo of more, will not 
natuiuUy contemplate. Yet for this veiy reason perhaps 
it is a presumption in favour of doxy scheme, pretending to 
revelation, that it contains this awful doctrine. 

It does not ajipear that Cicero ascribed any proper 
immatenality to tho immortal essence of thought. Dis- 
tinct indeed from tho conci’otions of caithly elements, but 
endued A^dth extension, and ai)parcntly with palpability, it 
had no light from the character of its substance to infinity 
of diuation. 

“As to Physics,” says Middelton, “Cic(;ro seems to have 
had tho same notion with Sociutes, that a minute and 
particulai’ attention to it, and tho making it tho sole end 
and object of our inquiiies, was a study rather curious 
than profitable, and contiibuting but little to the im- 
provement of human life. For though he was perfectly 
acquainted with the various systems of aU tho Philo- 
sophers of any name, from tho eailiest antiquity, and has 
explained them aU in his works, yet ho did not think it 
worth while either to form any distinct opinions of his 
own, or at least to declai‘o them.” 
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From the brief and imperfect survey we have now 
taken of these philosophical woiks, some general notion 
may bo foimod of the rank wliic'h Cicero is entitled to 
occupy among the bonofactors of mankind, and the 
services he has rendered in thfit great controversy be- 
tween light and darkness, the issues of which are deeply 
interesting to us aU. We have o})seiTed that ho writes 
xmdor the influence of those national predilections, never 
absent from the literature of Koni(\ and compressing the 
individual genius of her children within limits required 
for her attaining and preserving a complete dominion 
over the manners of many generations. He obeyed this 
influence, and by obeying, became a principal instrument 
of its extension. We have found him averse to original 
investigation, but studious of comparison, and more 
careful to describe historically the thoughts that had 
hitherto agitated the minds of men, and to transmit them 
in connected formulas to posterity, than to throw off the 
weight of example, and try what results his individual 
intellect might arrive at by a fresh examination of 
particulars. It is as true perhaps as an epigrammatic 
expression wcU can bo, that the Eomans stand to their 
Grecian predecessors in the relation of actors to diamatic 
poets; and Cicero may be considered as the prompter, 
supplying them with those thoughts which it was their 
business to embody in representation. Wo have seen 
how his rhetorical habits gave a turn to every exertion 
of his mind, and while we admire the acute sagacity with 
which all varieties of opinion are subjected in turn to the 
degance and freedom of liberal discussion, wo perceive 
not a few traces of that injustice, often latent in designed 
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impartiality, and that inca}>acity lor tho due appreciation 
of truth, which sometimes lurks in the apparent candour 
and good faith of an eclectic disposition. His honasty 
of intention, and extensive observation of the vicissitudes 
in human society, with tho promment causes on which 
they depend, have given to his cthicjil compositions a 
value and effect, which tho reasfms already enumerated 
will not 2>ermit us to ascribe to the gi*eater i)ortion of his 
abstract iiHiuiiios. But even thes{^, although th( 5 y abound 
with maxims of general use and imixutanco for tho 
regulation of tho habits, and for tho consoiTation of social 
order, were shown to be deficient in vitality,- because 
peiwadiid with no prineiide of 2)ermanent enthusiasm, 
sufficient at once to sanction tho moral law, and to 
Bupidy tho strongest of human motives to its fulfilment. 
Nothing but i)Osilivo religion can properly fimiish this 
princii)le, yet the defect at least was perceived, and the 
remedy sought with earaestness, by the great disciple of 
Socratic wisdom. In tho absence of this rcM^uisite, Cicero 
endeavoured to found his system of morality on coi-tain 
metaiffiysical i)Ositions, which he collected from the works 
of others, but which not only weie eiTonoous, or insuffi- 
cient of themselves, but wore by him often misunderstood 
and misro])resented. Those primary tiniths of Theology, 
which acquire a natuiul hold on a cultivated under- 
standing, and suit tho course of our common sentiments, 
without awakening those more complicated forces of 
emotion, which can only bo set in action by a siiiritual 
faith — the doctrines, for example, of Divine existence and 
attributes, and of a futui'o state, were inculcated, we have 
seen, generally with warmth, and always with pleasure. 
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But even hero the Academy yindicatod her rights ; and 
the mind of our philosopher was of that sort which cannot 
be satisfied without some belief in several things, or with 
much belief in any. 

Such then, it has appeared, was the philosophical 
temper of Cicero ; such the opinions which arose from its 
dii'ection, and have exercised so remarkable an authority 
over the lives of many men, and the literature of many 
periods. Subject, like all human reimtations, to a fiux 
and reflux of public esteem, at some epochs ho has been 
the chosen instructor of youth, and the favourite of 
studious ago ; * at others he has seemed either above or 
below the level of general feeling, and has encountered 
comparative neglect. But these fluctuations have never 
materially altered the sui*fiu‘.o, whether they came to 
elevate, or to de])ress. General knowledge, cleaniess of 
expression, a polished style, and that indefinable idiancy 
to the consent of numbers, which is sometimes called 
tael, sometimes common sense, according to the greater or 
less jjarticularity of the occasion ; those will always be 
passports to i)ublic aj)probation, because they are qualities 
which may bo easily apiueciatod by the gi’(?at mass of 
educated society. It is impossible to deny that these aro 
possessed by Cicero in an eminent dcjgrco. In reading 
him wo never lose sight of the orator, the statesman, tho 

* He w!is very i>opQlar with the early Fathers. Jerome’s zeal, 
it is well known, brought him into suffering. Augustin, whose 
hooks of anathema Jigainst doubters and Academics amply secured 
his person from angelic visitation, spetiks of Cicero in terms of 
reverence, even while he rejects his authority, and plainly signifies 
that this rejection was considered a philosoi)hical heresy. 
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man of tho world, and what diminishes his importance 
to lovors of higher truth, than he could teach — truth"' 
absolute, single and severe, dwelling aj)aft from worldly 
things and men, and requiring to be spiritually discerned, 
because it is spiritual — ^is precisely that circumstance, 
which secures his favour with tho majority. But when- 
ever there occurs any great shoc;k of Eiu’opoaii opinion, 
any revulsion of ancient creeds and settled habits of 
assent, tho consequence of long prevalent inynorality 
and a general indifference to religion, an erf^ of reaction 
is likely to follow, in which much iiftense feeling will 
qirickon the life-blood of society, and much will be 
counterfeited that never was felt. Without any purpose 
of imposture, men will deceive themselves and others, 
and while they fondly dream that they are elevated above 
the multitude by tho loftiness of their views and tho 
originality of their impulses, they are often only inhaling 
tho dregs of an epidemic passion for excitement; and 
some perhaps may be lulled by self-love in this singularly 
illusive dream, until they are forcibly awakened by the 
pangs of a lacerated conscience, and tho failings of an 
impaired understanding. Such an ora, if I mistake not, 
is that in which we live; and it is not at epochs of 
this description, when men are least tolerant of labour, 
and most ambitious of tho results to which labour con- 
ducts ; when the imagination craves a constant stimulus 
with a morbid appetite, sometimes leading to delirium ; 
when the prurient desire for novelties, arranged in 
system, is mistaken for the love of truth ; and, because 
pleasure is the end of poetry, it is supposed indifferent 
what kind of pleasure a poem confers : it is not now, 
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^and in times like the present, that Cicero, the sedate, the 
patient, the practical, will retain his influcrico over the 
caprices of literary fashion.* Ali'cady ho is superseded 
in our public schools, and I might add, were it not for 
the circumstances in which I am now writing, forgotten 
at our Universities. The language of literatui e no longer 
bespeaks the study of those golden periods, which charmed 
the a^jlitudo of I’etrarch, and emiched the conversation 
of Erasmus. Undoubtedly the classical Ijatin, indebted 
to the interest taken in Cicero’s writings for some of the 
concern that preserved its existence in times of profound 
ignorance, rctui*ned in some degree the benefit at that 
brilliant period of supremacy, which it enjoycHl between 
the revival of leai’ning and the prevalence of modem 
tongues : those, however, having gained ground for some 
time by hardly sensible gradations, now openly threaten 
to occupy the most remote and sacred comei’s of critical 
erudition. When it was absolutely necessary to converse 
and write in the language of the dead, it was natiual to 
turn over his pages “ nocturna manu et diurna,” that so 
the student might become imbued with his sentiments, 
and easily adhere to his expressions. How far the Lime 
of Cicero is independent of these considerations will bo 
easily ascertained by our posterity, but must be a per- 

♦ A late writer, who aspired to the honour of reviving the 
Aoademic system among the modems, as Gfisscndi revived the 
Epicurejin, luis left us an elegant, though i)artial, estimate of Cicero’s 
philosophical merits. — Drummmd^n Academical QuestioTfiHy p. 318. 
Another exception will be found in an ingenious living author, who 
goes the strange length of setting Cicero above Bacon. — See Landed 8 
Imaginary Conversations, 

V 
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plexing question for oui’selyes. I do not think it probable 
that the generations t(j come, however diflei ent may be 
theii’ ruling inii)ulso fiom that which constitutes the 
characteristic virtues and vices of the pnjsent age, will 
restore either the philoso])hical works of Cicero, or that 
literature whoso spiiit they express, to the immense 
popularity they once enjoyed. Some books, like indi- 
viduals and nations, have their appointed seasons of 
decline and extinction. It is not in the nature of things, 
that books consisting entirely of relaiioe ophnmi, or which 
present society under a merely conventional aspect, should 
retain an asc(3ndancy over public opinion, when the 
features of society are no longer in any rosj)oct similar. 
But in compositions, of which pure genius claims the 
largest share, these accidents of jdace and time are pre- 
served, as the straws in amber : nor need we apprehend 
that any lapse of generations, or augmentation of know- 
ledge, vdll consign works, like those we have been consi- 
doidug, to the shelf of the commonly learned, or the study 
of the inquisitive antiquarian. 
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DISQUISIZIONI SULLO BPIBITO ANTIPAPALE.’ 



These romarlcs were originally intended to appear in one of the 
periodioal puhlications. Accidental circumstances having prevented 
their appearance, in the form at lejist, and at the time desired hy 
the author, he has been induced to publish them in a separate 
shape ; jiartly by the wish he feels to contribute his mite towards 
bringing into notice a work which, if it h;id been written in English, 
would have made, probably, a gi*eat 8ens;ition ; partly because he is 
desirous of entering his protest iigainst those novel opinions of 
Professor Rossetti, which he believes to be alike contniry to sound 
jiliilosophy, and to the records of history. With regard to any 
sentiinents of his own, contained in the following pages, which may 
be thought liable to a similar charge of jKir.idox, he vrill be content 
to shelter himself under the language of Burke, confessing that they 
are not calculated “to abide the test of a captious controversy, hut 
of a sober, and even forgiving examination ; that they are not 
armed at all points for battle, hut dressed to visit those who are 
'willing to give a peaceful entrance to truth.” 
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ON 

PROFESSOR ROSSETTI’S ‘‘DISQTJISIZIONI SULLO SPIRITO 
ANTIPAl’ALE.” 


** Maximum ctvclut radicale discrimcn est iiigeniorum, quod aJiii 
ingoiiia sinl fortiora ad notaiidas rerum differentias, alia ad notandas 
rcrum similitudliieij. Ingcnia enim coiistantia ot acuta figere coii- 
templationes ct morari et hmrere in omni aubtilitate differeT»ti.'irum 
possunt. lugeuia autcm sublimia ct discursiya ctiam teuuissimas 
ct catliolicas rcrum similitudines et cognoscunt et componunt. 
tJtrumque autem ingenium facile labitur in excuasuin, premsando 
aut gradus rerum aut umbras,” — B acon Be Auqm. Sci, 

In these words, not unworthy the calm wisdom of 
Bacon, we have the large map of human understanding 
unrolled hoforo us, divided into two hemispheres, of 
which it would bo difiicult to name the most extensive, or 
the most important to general happiness. We could as ill 
spare the mighty poets, artists, and religious philosophers 
of the second division, as the patient thinkers, the 
accomplished dialecticians, and the groat body of practical 
men, who must be classed under the former. If, on the 
one hand, we are by nature ftepoTrer dyepwvoi, dividers 
of words, and the thoughts that give rise to words, wo 
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aro no less creatures dependent on the imagination, with 
all its wondciful powers of associating, blending and 
regenerating, for the conduct of our daily life, and the 
maintenance of our most indispcnsablo feelings. Between 
the two classes of individual chaiacter, distinguished by 
their larger respective shares of these opposite faculties 
there must always bo more or less of contest and mis- 
understanding, wliich, however, only servos, by sharpening 
the activity of both parties, to produce an ultimate 
equilibrium; and trimming, so to speak, the vessel 
of human intellect, promotes tho groat cause of social 
progression. Few persons, perhaps, are indisposed to 
make this allowance, so far as regards the broader 
distinctions, such, for instance, as divide a Newton from 
a Shakspoaro. The two peaks of Parnassus are so clearly 
separate, that wo run bttlo danger of confounding them. 
But there is a doubtful piece of gi'ound where the cleft 
begins ; a region of intellectual exertion in which tho two 
opposite qualities are both called into play, and whore 
there is consequently the greatest risk of their being 
confused. Unfortunately, too, this debatable land is of 
the most direct importance to our welfare ; for within it 
are comprised those inquiiios which regal'd our moral 
and intcUoctual frame, and w'hich aspire to arrange the 
chaos of motives and actions in some intelligible order of 
cause and effect. The historj' of philosophical criticism, 
both as applied to tho annals of events, and as busied 
in abstract si)eculations, is for the most part a record 
of noble eii’ors, arising fr om the abuse of that principle 
which leiuls us to combine things by resemblances. Yet 
it may be doubted, whether these errors have not done 
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as much for the discovery of truth, as the more accuiuto 
inquiries of the philosophers who detected them. Enthu- 
siastic feeling is the great spring of intellectual activity ; 
but none are animated by this enthusiasm without some 
appai'ont light to their thoughts, some idea that possesses 
thorn, some theory, in short, or hypothesis, which inte- 
I’ests thoii’ hojios, and stimulates thoir researches by a 
stronger alluromoiit than the imaided loveliness of tmth. 
Those lefiding ideas are rarely accordant with reality; 
but in the pursuit of them lights are struck out, which 
fall haj)pily on the minds of other men, and may 
ultimately jirove of grciat serAuce to the world. Even 
when, as in some fortunate oxainj)los, the idea, which is 
f jarlcssly hdlowed through labour and trial, is found to 
correspond with the actual relations of natui’o, wo know 
not how much is owing to what may bo tennod a coutunUm 
of genius from other minds, less favoured in attainment, 
but not less ai’dont in pursuit.* Genius, indeed, is the 

* This 18 less true, or at least less obvious in science, wlicre more 
depends on jiure intellect. When wo consider Newton misunder- 
stood and misrepresented by Hooke and Huyghcns, who set their 
own unproved liypotliesos, concerning the nature of light, on a 
level with his sublime observations of actual properties, we are 
disposed to think of his genius as moving in a ditferent plane, and 
meeting theirs only where it intersects. Yet how various must 
have been the multljilicity of impressions which made Ncwrton a 
mathematician, a jiatient thinker, a discoverer ! How many of 
these may have been owing to Hooke and Iluyghens themselves ! 
Had they, liad Kepler, and Descartes, ncjver w'orshipped idols with 
glorious devotion, the authors of the Principia and the M^canique 
Celeste might never have led the way to the altars of true Science, 
The work of intellect is posterior to the work of feeling. The 
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child of Heaven, but a human child ; and innumerable 
circumstantial causes are operative on its nature and 
development. It is the consciousness of intellectual 
power, not the possession of right opinions, which agitates 
beneficially the S2)irit of a nation, and prepares it for 
intellectual discovery. Peeling is the prime agent in 
this, as in other human operations ; and fooling is more 
susceptible of being motildcid by error than by truth, 
because the false apiiearanc(‘s of things are numberless, 
while of the true wo know little even at i)rosent, and 
that little continually diminishes as wo go backward 
through the field of history. Wc would not be understood 
as encomaging a careless sentiment rcspiicting truth, or 
as dissuading iiKxuirors from the only sound method 
of philosojhising, which implies a constant distrust of 
hypothesis, and an incessant appeal to the records of 
oxperiencje. nyi)()th(isis, wo agree with a late eminent 
writer, should bo cnii)loyod only as a reason for trying 
one oxi)eriinent sooner than another. But although it 
would bo worse than folly to recommend darkness in 

latter lies »t the foundation of the Man ; it is his i>roper self, the 
peculiar thing that characterises him as an individual. No two men 
are alike in feeling, but conceiitions of the understanding, when 
distinct, are ijrecisely similar in all. The ascertained relations of 
truths are the common property of the nice. This fact it is, which 
gave rise to those systems of semi-platonic philosophy which repre- 
sented Reason as impersonal, and existing only as a divine universjil 
medium in and around our individual minds. Such was the doctrine 
of many of the Old Fathers, in particular of Justin Martyr, and 
Augustin ; it was revived with considerable extensions by Male- 
branche ; by his English disciple, Norris ; and recently, in its origimd 
shape, by Mr. Coleridge. 
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preference to light, it is not foolish to remind men that 
Nature may have made this darkness suhservient to tho 
better distribution of light itself. Man, indeed, must 
sternly turn from, seductive fancies, when ho seeks 
sincerely for truths. His sublime coui'se is straight- 
forward for over. But Nature co-operates with him in 
secret, and by a magical alchemy, which it is ours to 
reverence, not to imitate, can ti’ansfoim those very errors, 
against the intention of their unconscious victims, into 
now disclosures and enlargements of knowledge. 

Tho author of tho veiy ingenious and interesting work 
before us, stands in need of all the indulgence, as he 
deserves all tho censure, whi(‘h wo have just expressed 
towards the tiibe of pertinacious theorists. Ho is one 
of the boldest and one of the olevc^rost among them. 
His style is lively, and often lises to eloquence, while 
tho natui’e of his hyi)othesis lends to historical details all 
the wildness and novelty of romance. Ho has amassed 
considerable infoimation on tho limited range of subjects 
which regal'd his immediato pursuit; but he appears 
to want extensive reading, ♦ and that philosophical dis- 

* We would recommend him to beware how he meddles with 
ancient history. Speaking of the philosophical doctrines of Pytha- 
goras, he cjills them ‘ ^ dottrina, oiide uacque Tassurdo Panteismo.” 
Whatever may be the absurdities of Pantheism, they can hardly 
exceed those contained in these few wonls. Pythiigoras was not 
inclined to the Pantheistic system, but that system is as old as the 
world. It was articulated among the first stammering accents of 
Philosophy in the oriental birth-idaco of our race. When the 
Persians, somewhat later, l^egau to indulge in high speculations, 
they invented a diflFerent scheme, tliat of emanation, to which the 
tenets of Pythagoras probably bore a close affinity. From him it 
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elimination which might bo expected to arise from it. 
Neyer was a more characteristic specimen of the second 

may have passed into the hands of Plato. Tlic Stoics adopted 
similar views. The later Platonists pursiuul the system of emana- 
tion into many fanciful, but cidieront ramifications. Tlie Eleatic 
school, contemporary with Pythagonis, Imt unconnected with him, 
seem to have been the first Pantheishs of the west. This is disputed 
by some modern critics, but the arguments of Xeno])hancs concerning 
the homogeneity of aul).stanccs a])]>car as strictly Pantheistic as any 
proiiosition in the Ethics of Spinosa. All is necessarily one, he 
says; for the Infinite can produce nothing homogeneous, since 
two Infinites are an absurdity : nor yet any thing heterogeneous, 
because an effect can contiiin nothing which is not involved in its 
cause ; therefore, whatever iu the new substance differed from the 
old, could not Ikj produced by it, hut must come of nothing, which 
is impossible. Afterwards, by a more comi>ressed argument, he 
contends that it is impossible, vi termini, for Infinity to set any- 
thing Iwyond itself. It is curious that the acute deductions of 
Xenophanes from a theory of Causation, generally received until 
the time of Hume, should never have suggested themselves to those 
subtle thinkers, among the Schoolmen and their successors, w'ho 
strove to ereot a demonstration of Theism on the idea of Cause. 
They could hardly, one would imagine, avoid perceiving the fragility 
of their distinction between a tiling contained formally, and one 
contained eminently. Yet upon the presumed force of that dis- 
tinction rest not only the Cartesian arguments, but the celebrated 
chapter of Locke, “on our demonstrative knowledge of the existence 
of God.’* The school of Pythagoras, if wo may trust Mr. Coleridge’s 
account, (Aids to Reflection, p. 170 in -not,) wished to gmird against 
the ciTors of Pantheism by a strange application of mathematical 
phraseology, representing the Universe as a geometric line, not 
produced from a point contained in it, but generated by a Functum 
invisibile et i>resupi>ositum, entirely indeiiendcnt of its product. It 
must be owned, however, in the words of M. de Gcrando, (Biog. 
'Univ. art. Pythagore,) “11 n’est i>as dans I’histoire entidre de la 
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class of thinkors, designated above in the words of Bacon. 
He cares for nothing but rosomblancos, finds them in 
every hole and corner,* and takes them on tiust when 
he cannot find them. The most heterogeneous elements 
are pressed into the service of his hypothesis with almost 

Philosopliie an prol)16ine plus curieux, plus important, et en m6me 
tGmj)s plus diflieiJe, que celui qui a pour uhjet de determiner la 
veritable doctrine de Pytliagore.” 

* He cannot even resist their charms, when they are of no 
jmsible service to his hyiiothcsis, and indeed miliUitc directly 
against it, by showing how little trust we should phice in such 
sports of nature. The folio wng is an amusing specimen : ‘‘It was 
not observed without wonder, that Landino, who w'as learned in 
astrology, wrote these words on the subject of the VeJtro, (in the 
firat Canto of the Inferno.) ‘ It is certain, that in the year 1484, 
on the 1 5th day of November, at 13 hours and 41 minutes, will be 
the conjunction of Saturn with Jupiter in the Scor])ion. This 
indicates a change of religion: and since Jove predominates, it will 
be a favourable change, I have, therefore, a firm confidence that 
the Christian Commonwealth will then l)e brought into an excellent 
condition of discipline and government.’ The first edition of Lan- 
dino’s Commentary has for its date, Florence, 1481, that is three 
years previous to the event prognosticated, or, as he says, calculated 
by him. Well, in the very year and month so marked out, Luther 
woLs bom I not, indeed, on the 15th, but on the 22nd of November. 
The hours and minutes were not recollected by his mother. (See 
Bayle, art. Luther.) It is well known that Luther cjillcd himself 
the scourge of Babylon, sent to cxtir])ate it from the world : which 
exactly corresponds with the character given by Dante to the 
Veltro, wdio is to prosecute the shcwolf. The passjige, in old 
editions, is written thus : II Ueltro venu, kc. How would the 
astonishment of those who perceived this prophecy have been 
increased, bad they also observed that UcUro is the exact 
<of Lut&i'o." 
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tyrannical eagerness. Ho has one way, and one alone, 
of accounting for everything strange, or uiiintolligihle, or 
doubtful, in the whole extent of history ; nay, for many 
things hithei-to thought clear enough, but not agreeing 
with his fancy. A man must bo careful indeed, in whose 
words or actions Signor Eossetti would not discover 
something to help o\it his argument. If two persons at 
opposite ends of the world do but chance to light on the 
same mode of expression, oui- learned professor calls out, 
Eho honest Verges, “ Tore God, they are both of a tale 
For him there is mystoiy in th(5 most tiivial incident. 
Ho would think, with Sir Thomas Brown, “ it was not for 
nothing David picked up Jiv<^ stones in the brook.” It 
seems to us that Signor Eossetti would not bo the worse 
for a few wholesome reflections, which seem never to have 
presented themselves to his mind, but which might be 
gained peihaps fiom a few months’ study of that most 
unprofitable kind of production, the coirimentaiies on 
the Apocalypse, or the divinity of the Oocceian school. 
He might learn among the embarrassing riches of 
interpretations, equally good in appeai*ance, and equally 
erroneous in fact, that as oil is not gold that glitters, 
so all is not art that seems so. The world is fuE of 
coincidence's that moan nothing. To find design in every- 
thing, is as great madness as to find it not at aU. There 
is a laughing spirit in Nature which seeks peipetual 
amusement in parodying her more serious works, and in 
throwing before such obseivers as Signor Eossetti forms 
of apparent regularity, but unsubstantial as momentary 
shapes of uncertain moonlight. Indeed the imitations of 
life, which in the material world often Elude our senses, 
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may be considered analogous to these chance-creations in 
the moral universe, which spring up on eveiy side for 
those who care to examine them. 

It must bo acknowledged, however, the theory wo are 
about to consider has its biiUiant side. A secret society, 
we are told, whoso original is lost in the mysterious 
twilight of oriental religions, has continued, from the 
earliest historical point at which its workings can bo 
traced, to exorcise an almost universal influence on the 
condition of the civilised world. These /xwo-nypia, and 
esoteric doctiines, which in Egypt, in Persia, and even in 
Greece and Italy, proseivod the speculations of the wise 
from the oars and tongues of an illitorate multitude, 
passed, with slight but necossai'y modifications, into the 
possession of the early Christian heretics. The Gnostic 
schools of Syiia and Egyi)t transmitted to their successors, 
the Manichoans, a scheme of discipline, which became 
more and more necessaiy, from the increased centrali- 
sation of j)owcr in the orthodox prelates of Eorae. As the 
usuipations of Popes and Coimcils over the free consciences 
of men became more glaring and intolerable, the siiirit of 
resistance, which dared not show itself in open rebellion, 
sought and cherished a refuge, whore hatred of the 
oppressors might bo indulged without danger, and a pure 
doctiino might be orally and symbolically preserved, until 
happier times should return. The Paulicians, whose 
opinions were for the most pai^t Manichean, preceded the 
more illustrious and more unfortunate Albigenses, in this 
mode of warfare against spiritual as well as temporal 
tyranny. The celebrated order of Templars, so widely 
diflusied throughout Europe, so considerable by the rank 
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and influence of its members, did not differ from the 
Albigenses in the secret object of thcii* endeavours, or tho 
more important part of their mysterious rites. From tho 
time of Frederick II., the Italian party of Ghibellines 
began to assume an equal rank among these secret oppo- 
nents of Homan sui)remacy. Whatever might bo the 
distinctive characters of these three denominations, their 
symbolical language was sufficiently in common to allow 
of unintenupted intercourse and combination. The rise 
of a new literature in tho eleventh and twelfth centuries 
afforded them a new weapon, far more terrible than any 
they had hitherto employed, and capable of being directed 
to a thousand purposes of attack and defence. Since that 
fortunate event, we are gravely assmed, the destinies of 
Europe have been in their hands; and tho great revo- 
lutions which have agitated us ai’o almost entirely duo to 
their indefatigable operation. No track of literature has 
been untrodden by those masked assailants. In poetiy , in 
romance, in history, in science; everywhere* wo find 
traces of their presence. Their influence, in some shape or 

* The Alchemists are claimed by our author. The philosopher’s 
.stone was not meant to be a stone ; and if any were fools enough to 
ieek it, they were but dupes of those, whom they thought their 
nhasters. Metaphysicians do not fare much better. The celebrated 

S aymond LuUi wrote all his works in The philosopher of 

ipla, Giordano Bruno, is ranked with Lulli, on whose logic he 
^ifimented. Wo must crave leave to doubt whether any secrets 
exist in the writings of poor Bruno, except such as are made so by 
the' obscurity of his metaphysical doctrines. Nor does his fate 
seem to require Rossetti’s Deus in machinft, the secret society. The 
piuthor of “Spaccio della Bestia Trionfaute” naturally perished at 
the stake. 
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anotlier, has been exerted on all nations, and, it might 
almost be said, on evoiy individual mind. The genius of 
Luther was no more than a puppet, infallibly directed by 
their invisible agency. In tho Protestant reformation 
they attained one object only of theii* unwearied pursuit , 
the overthrow of ecclesiasti(!al domination. They relaxed 
not therefore in tho prosecution of thoii- ulterior aim ; and 
in the revolution of 1789 came the thrilling announce- 
ment of a second, a more decisive wtory. Still the oui’th 
is not entirely free: piicsts and desjiots still remain to 
eneiwate and to desti’oy : their laboui-s, therefore, are not 
complete, and tho Freemasons of this day, legitimate 
inheritors of tho persecuted Templars, are still pressing 
forward * to the grand work of final regeneration. 

But, avoz’ting for a time oui‘ eyes from those splendid 
consummations, let us examine in detail the several 
methods of assault by which a few daring politicians 
got possession of all avenues to the Western Faiiiabsus. 

* It is remarkable how iuti-cpidly the Professor passes over 
disputed points. To read him, one would imagine the connection of 
modem Freemasonry with the ancient societies was a fimt universally 
admitted. Yet many learned persons have been of opinion that, .in 
its present form, or any nearly resembling it, the Masonic institu- 
tion can be traced no higher than the times of the Protectorate. 
The Templars, with their mysterious Baphomet, are covered with 
still greater obscurity. We know no historical gi-ounds for con- 
sidering the Albigcnses as an organiserl society. Some Shibboleths 
they probably kul ; for the persecuted always stand in need of such 
protection ; but the complicated proceedings and extensive corres- 
pondencies, ascribed to them by Rossetti, appear to exist only in 
his lively imagination. His assertions respecting the QhibcUines 
are even less supported by historicid authorities. 



224 


REMARKS ON PROFESSOR ROSSETTl’S 


Here it is necessary to acquaint tlio inexperienced reader, 
who dreams of nothing less, that, about the commence- 
ment of the fourteenth century, occun-ed a great change 
in the constitution of these societies. Up to that poiiod 
the symbolical language had been entirely of an amatoiy 
character. The love poems* and love courts of Trovence 

* Our author is perhaps not acqufiintcd with the Provenyal 
language, or he would hardly have failed to bring illustrations of 
his theory from that quaito. Indeed it seems so indispensable for 
one who seeks to explain the peculiar characteristics of Italian 
poetry, to examine diligently the early compositions from which 
those characteristics were unquestionably derived, that we cannot 
help feeling some surprise at the neglect of them ])y Signor Rossetti. 
He tells us, it is true, that the Lives of the Trovatori by Nostra- 
damus are written in gergo^ and cites, by way of example, the 
Btory of Pier Vidal, who was hunted by the wolves (i. e. according 
to the new lights, by the Romish party) : but the poems them- 
selves, although the originals of all the subsequent love poetry, 
and in particular of many things strange, and some admirable, in 
Dante and Petrarch, arc never quoted. Yet in these he would 
have found at least as many phrases and idioms, which, by skilful 
adaptation, might have startled the rejwler into a momenfciry belief 
in his hypothesis. The Albate, a class of poems, in which the 
word ‘‘alba” recurs at the close of every stanza, would doubtless 
have suggested to him the name and fortunes of the Albigenses. 
We recommend to his notice the Albabi of Guillaume d'AItopol, 
addressed to the Virgin, “Esperansa de totz ferms esperans,” &c., 
and that very beautiful one of Giraud de Bomel, in which the 
^ burden runs, “ E ades sera TAIIki.” He may make a good specu- 
lation also in a singular kind of composition (said to have been 
invented by Eambaud d’Orangc, who isftnentioned by Petrarch in 
the Fourth Capitolo of the Trionfo d’Amore), which consists in 
verses overlaid with a running commentary in prose or verse, pro- 
fessing to explain, but often obscuring their text. It is probable 
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and Touloufio, wore voliiclos of political discussion, of 
active cons^jiracy, of heretical opinion. An ingenious 

that the Reggimeiiti delle Donne of Barherini, and the Tesoretto of 
Latini, are composed in imitation of these. The following speci- 
men, in which the line is by one poet, and the paraidirase or 
interpretation by another, will jdease Signor Ilossetti : and it must 
be owned they are ol)scurc enough to be of service to his theory. 

E poia i horn per catre gi'as mont les.” In jdain English, ** And 
man ascends by four very slow stej)s.” The comment, which is by 
Giraud Riquier, who lived towards the end of the thirteenth 
century, runs thus : 

“ Ver dis : segon quo m’pes, 

E que truej) cossiran, 

Li gra son bencsUin : 

Lo premier cs onrars, 

E’l segons cs sblars, 

E’l toi-H es QEK SKRVIRS, 

E'l quartz es bon sufrirs. 

E cascus es mot lens, 

Tal qu’el pucya gi’cumcns 
Hon ses elcnegaj*.” 

** He says truth ; as I think, |1 and find, considering, li the steps 
are well suited. || The first is, To honour ; || and the second. To 
conceal ; || and the third, To do gentle service ; || and the fourth, 
To suffer well. || And each is very slow, I| so that BCfirccly mounts 
it i| a man without panting.” The quaint style in which the 
Trovatori generally designate their mistresses, sometimes employing 
abstract tenns instead of nam(v, as Lov Bel Diport, Mon Plus 
Leial, Mon Cortes, sometimes professing to name them only by 
description, will appear to the Professor a strong argument for the* 
unreality of those ladies. Take, for example, the poem of Amaud 
de Marvcil, of which the following is an inadequate imitation : 

** Lady, whose eyes are like the stars of heaven, 

Out of pure dark sending a glorious light : 

Q 
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chain of antitheses, so ox)nti*ivo(l as to suggest, in 
expressions apparently the most unmeaning, secrets of 

Lady, wLosc check in dainty blushes bright 
Vies with the roseate crown to angels given : 

Lady, whose form more trances human sight, 

Thau all who erst for beauty’s ))alm have striveu : 

Lady, whose mind would chiumi the unforgiveu, 

And make them worslii]) in a brief delight : 

I will not name thee ; hai»i»y is my lot, 

That, tho’ I sneak the simple truth of thee, 

The curious world may read, and know thee not ; 

For now all foolish lovers’ lays JU‘e such, 

And thy due praise is every woman’s fee : 

Else were it naming thee to say so much.” 

We are, however, decidedly of opinion, that, although the anti- 
tliescs and studied obscurities, which supply to Rossetti’s theory 
its only colour of plausibility, are more abundant in these i^oems 
than in the more chaste and chissical school which succeeded them, 
he would find even greater difficulty to establish liis hyiwrthesis 
upon them with any tolerable security. The facts with which he 
would have to deal are too stubborn, too historical. The Cours 
d’ Amour were no secret meetings, but assemblies “frequent and 
full,” at which jirincely ladies i»rcsidcd, deliberated, and resolved. 
What secret treason was intended by the Countess dc Champagne, 
daughter of Louis le Jeune, when she made her memorable deci- 
sion, “En amour tout cst grace ; en mariage tout est necessity : 
par consequent 1’ Amour ne jjeut cxistcr critrc gens maries ! ” Here 
we have infidelity i)reachcd to be sure, but in rather a different 
sense from that which the Professor is hunting for, and one less 
likely to be offensive to the gay rulers of that time. At lesist we 
may judge so from the answer of the Queen, when the above 
decision was ajipealcd against — “A Lieu ne plaise, quo nous soyons 
assez osecs pour contredire les iirrSts de la Comtesse de Champagne !” 
Histojy assures us, that the loves of the Troubadours were real and 
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profound signification, or donuiKiiations of Litter animo- 
sity, served to unite men of genius, howcvcjr remoter from 
each other, in the one great causes of a veiled, hut terribh^ 
Liberty. When poetry, after its decline in Southern 
Prance, began to revive und()r brighter ausiiices in Italy, 
the same syst(nn was for some time continued. Ohio da 
Pistoia, Cocco As(H)laii, both the Guidos, and other foster- 
fathers of th(i new language,* ih^mied after the fashion of 
their J'rovonyal in-odecessors, and expoundisd their political 
theories in the deceitful tbnn of sounc^ts and canzones. 
It seems, however, that old Death, as they piously deno- 
minated the Holy See, got notice of these amorous 

natural. They largely cultivated the i)rfictice as well as the theory 
of gallantry. We should like to have heard their hearty laughter 
at an erudite professor, who should have attemi>ted, in their 
presence, to argue away the fair forms, which they wooed and 
often won, into shadows and tyijcs, and mere subjects of intellectual 
enjoyment. 

* It is among these writers that the new theory finds its best 
portion of matcriaLs. Their infinite obscurity, perhaps in some 
measure owing to a corrupt text, gives amide scope for ai-bitrjiry 
constructions. The lover of poetry will not here lose by adopting 
Signor Rossetti’s interpretations, as he does in the cfise of l)etter 
writers. Some meaning is prefenible to none. It is curious that 
Ginguene has said, as if by anticipation of Rossetti, “I’on pour- 
nut en quelque sorte les croirc tous amoureux du m6me objet, 
puisq^ aucun d*cux ne dit le nom de sii maitressc, aucun ne la 
peint sous des traits sensibles.’* That critic abandons in despair 
some piissages of Cccco and Cino, which brighten np under the 
new lights suflBciently well. See the sonnets ‘*Muoviti, Fietate, 
e va incamata,” &c. “ Peh, com sarebbe dolce compagnla,** &c,, 

and some others in the collection of Poeti Antichi, published by 
Allacci. 

q2 
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pasquinades, and would have speedily succeeded in 
exterminating the obnoxious lovers, had it not been for 
a master-stroke of policy on thtar part. What does the 
reader imagine ? They thi»ew away their love-tales, and 
took up missals; went duly to matins, instead of “brushing 
theii* hats o* mornings;” in short, exchanged the sjunbols 
hitherto in use for others of a similai’ antithetical charac- 
ter, but gi’oundcd on the venerable mystoiics of Catholic 
religion. This change was eflectod by Dante. We have 
the announcement of it in the Vita Nuova, the result in 
the Diviiia Comodia, the commeiitary, for those who have 
oars to hear, in the Convito, the De Vulgari Eloquentia, 
and others f)f his minor works. On this account, and not 
for a more ob\dous reason, he is styled “ creator lingiue” 
by such of his admii*ers as were also of the sect. On this 
account he is represented under the designation of Adam,* 
both by himself in various parts of his works, and by 
contemporaiy (initiated) widtors. On this account, too, 
his advontui'cs foim the subject of many artfully con- 
stnicted romances, in which his name, and allusions to his 

* The chapter “ Dante fijpirato in Adamo,” is one of the most 
sin^lar in this singular hook. In the “De VulgJiri Eloquentid,” 
Dante inquires what the first word was that Adam spoke, and 
supposes it to have been EL, the name of God. “Absurdum, 
atque ratjoni videtur horrificum, ante Deum ab homine quicquam 
nominatum fuisse, cum ab iijso et i)er ipsum factus fuisset homo.” 
In the Paradiso occurs a parallel passage. Dante, in the 26th 
canto, represents himself as questioning Adam on the same subject, 
who answers, “Pria ch’io scendessi all* infemale ambascia, I si 
chiamava in terra il sommo Bene EL si ehiamd di jjoi.” Instead 
of leaving this among the many instsmees of recondite subtlety to 
}>e met ^ith in times of darkness, Rossetti .ingeniously brings, in 



‘‘DISQUISIZIONI SULTiO SPIRTTO ANTIPAPALE.” 229 


poem, may bo traced by many subtle indicatioiia. After 
his death, however, the old disguise of love poetry, never 
entirely abandoned by hiinself, appears to have been 
resumed by his successors; nor when from the pen of 
Petrarch this derived still more exteush'o celebrity and 
security, do wo find that the other veil, that of Catholicism, 
was resorted to by any writers of eminence. In other 
countries, novcii'thehisa, and later times, religion was 
found again convenient for the concealment of irreligious 
politics. Many modern societies, the fii st grades of wliich 

illustration of it, an enigmatical epigram, usually ascribed to Dante, 
though perhaps on no very good .authonty, 

‘*0 tu die siirczzi la nona figura, 

E Hcl di men die la sua antecedentc, 

Va e raddo])])ia la sua susseguente, 

Per altro non t’lia fatto la Natura.” 

The ‘*nona figura” is I, the ninth in the alphabet. “Not 
worth an H,” is a common proverbial cxiiression in Italy. The 
“double subsequent” makes the Greek vord “ Kava.” Now the 
common triulitiou has been, that some one of the Ncri fiction 
derided Dante for his smallness of stature, calling him an I, and 
that in revenge this epigram was written. This, however, is far 
too commoniilacc a solution for our Hierophaut. The 1, according 
to him, denotes Imperatore, mid he supposes it to have been for 
some time the secret symbol used by the sect, until for some reason 
or other it was changed to £ L, Enrico Lucemburghese, about the 
time that Dante commenced his poem “ Pria ch'io sceiidessi alP 
infomale ambascia.” The strange notice of Beatrice's chai'acter in 
the Vita Nuova, where she is declared to he tlie Number Nine, 
“because she was perfect, and liecause the Holy Trinity was the 
root of her being,” seems to the Professor a corroboration of his 
view of the “ nona figura.” The same number, too, recurs frequently 
in xnasonio language. 
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bear a Christian character, led up their neophytes by 
degrees to a veiy different tennination. Nor is the 
practice unknown to i*e(ient literature. The writings of 
Swedonboig, according to Eossotti, afford an adiriirablo 
illustration of Dante; and far from being worthy of 
rejection as the contemptible ravings of a fanatic, are in 
reality an intei'tisting exposition of niasoiii(i ceremonies. * 

Eut u])on what foundation, the astonished rt^ader will 
inquii‘0, on what foundation docs this strange fancy-castle 
repose ? Whei o arc the authentic documents which are 
to reverse tho d(‘cisions of histoiy ? Where the credible 
witnesses, whom we must bc^lieve hcncclbiward in contra- 
diction to all oui* usual media of information ? It is 
incumbent certainly on tho learned Professor to answer 
those (piostions without delay, that we may at least have 
something to believe in compensation for what ho has 

* We are inclined to put some fiiith in Sifrnor Rossetti’s account 
of Swedenborg. It has always struck ns, wlienevor we liave dipiKid 
into Ids writings, thjit they .‘tre intended nitlier as yxirahles and 
witircs, than anything more serious. They are quite unlike the 
heated conceptions of an entlinsiast. Swedenborg is methodical and 
heavy, equally destitute of imagination and of wit, hut sometimes 
making clumsy attomyits at the latter. We think it not impro- 
])ahle, that his angels and spiritual w^orlds among men may refer, 
as Rossetti sujqioses, to some society of which ho was a meml^er. 
Perhaps, however, the account tlic Seer has left us of Ids first 
vision may he thouglit to furnish so simple an explanation of Lis 
subsequent reveries, that nothing further can l>e required. “ I 
had eaten a hearty sujqjer,” he tells us, perhaps too hearty: and 
I was sitting alone in my chair, when a bright being suddenly 
appeared to me, and said, ‘Swedenborg, why hast thou eaten too 
much ? ’ ” Instejul of being bled, the simple Swede founded a sect, 
many thousand of which exist at this day, and in this country 1 
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tom from us. If wo are indoed to chango tlio old scholastic 
maxim int(^ “ Do apparentihus ot do non oxistontihus 
eadom cst ratio,” let us at least bo assui'od that these 
substitutions of Signor Bx)ssotti are not illusoiy also. At 
prosoiit we feel the same sort of impression fr om liis work 
which has sometimes been produced in us by certain 
wonderful efrusions of philosophy in a neighbouring 
countiy, whore Reality and acitiial Existence art) held 
cheap, and considered as unceifriin shadows, in compaiison 
with some mysterious essences of Possibility and Incom- 
prehensibleness, which lie cdoso bottled up, at thc^ 
bottom * of all our thoughts and sensations ! But here 
at aU events we ai-o on jdain giound of human life. We 
demand that the consideration be shown us, for which we 

* He^cl, wfio died last year of cholera at Berlin, has heen for 
some years undoubted occui)aut of the ydiilosoidiic throne, at least 
ill the North of Germany. The Southern states still revere the 
authority of Schelling, from whom Hegel, having been his discijde, 
thought proper to I'cvolt. He occupied hirastdf much in finding a 
solution to a jmiblem of his own, “How to deduce the Universe 
from the Absolute Zero.” We are not aware that he found one to 
his satisfaction ; one of his followers, jjerhaps, was more successful, 
who imblishcd a pamphlet to prove that ‘*thc historical Jesus was 
a tyjxi of the non-existence of the Deity ! ” The Ilegelitcs say, 
that the most imiiortant object of Philosophy is to trace the 
boundaries between Wesenheit or the Ground of Being, and 
Unwesenheit, or the Ground of Not Being. If they could succeed 
in this, they think they would carry all before them. We dare say 
they arc right in so thinking ; hut the first stej) is rather ex])enBive. 
Some of them enlarge upon a fundamental principle of Duukelheit, 
or Darkness, which they seem inclined to deify, and indeed every 
syllable of their writings may be considered an appropriate homage 
to such a power. 
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are to give up the inlieritancoB of common belief, and to 
swear “ in verba magistri,” that nothing is as it sooms in 
the whole oourso of history. We are far from denying 
that an undercun*ont may bo discovered of much greater 
magnitude and imi)ortanco tlian has hitherto been 
imagined; but wo rocpiiro positive proof of its existence 
in the first place, and afterwards of every additional inch 
of gi’ound assigned to its progi-ess. 

In such investigations as these, fr om their very nature 
ambigious and peiploxod, tho greatest delicacy of discri- 
mination, and tho most cautious suspense of judgment, ai*o 
absolutely necessary, or wo are lost at onco in tho wildest 
dreams. But the gentleman, with whom w e have to do, 
never stops, never doliberatos, never doubts. On ho 
drives in full conviction that all his past spading is in 
his favour, and frill faith that all liis further reading will 
confirm it. Indeed his trust in what Providence will do 
for him is highly edifying. If he has not yet discovered 
a single passage even in an obscui’o author, w Inch by duo 
wrenching of construction might be brought in ovidenco 
for some favourite notion, ho considers that notion no less 
demonstrated, than if ho had produced tho concurrent 
testimony of all ancient and modem waiters. Tho possible 
future is to him as socui'o as the actual past. 

His great proposition, on tho tmth of which almost 
every thing depends, that this * Setta d’Anioro did really 

* ‘‘Before the time of Dante, the Gay Science had estohlished 
its extensive fabric of illusory language on two word^ Amore, 
Odio, from which branched out a long series of antitheses, Kingdom 
of Love, Kingdom of Hate ; pleasure, pain ; truth, error ; light, 
darkness ,* sun, moon ; life, death; right, left ; fire, ice ; garden, 
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exist, is not, lie confesses it, established by proof in the 
present volume. For the present, bo says, we must con- 
tent ourselves with an hyiKithesis : abundant documents 
exist, enough to make a large book, by which the matter 
can be set beyond all doubt. Strange that he should not 
have thought it exj^ediont to produce these documents, if 
they are in his possession, and not merely assui*cd to him 
by the strong faith to which wo have alluded ! Strange, 
that he should labour through half this volume to esta- 
blish the existence of this sect by laboriously collected 
parallelisms of different passages in unconnected poems, 
and not disj)cnse with aU this uunocessaiy trouble by the 
simple process of proving tho fact in the first instance I 
Ai’e his lips sealed perhaps by a masonic oath? This 
can baldly for ho promises to communicate these 
secrets at no distant period ; and in several parts of his 
book he gives us to understand that his information on 
tho masonic litos is entirely derived from published 
works on tlie subject, or fr'om such other moans as are 
either lawful, or at least do not subject him to penalties 
for indiscretion, lint, if to has not tho fate of the 
unfortunate Bracciarono before his eye,* of what can 

desert ; courtesy, rusticity ; nobleness, baseness ; ?irtue, vice ; 
intelligence, stupidity; lambs, wolves; hill, valley, &c. &c. Hence 
was derived the name Setta d’Amore. * Sospiri,* signified verses in 
gergo. ‘ Cuore * indicated the great Secret. Dante added to the 
list of syml)ols those of God and Lucifer ; Christ and Antichrist ; 
Angels and Demons ; Paradise and Hell ; Jerusalem and Babylon ; 
the Ljidy of Modesty and the Lady of Harlotry ; with several others 
of the same kind.*’ — ^Rossetti, cap. 13. 

* Bracciarone, according to our author, ivas subjected to perse- 
cution for betraying the Chiave, or Secret of the Sect. 
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he bo afraid ? Truly we apprehend his reading on these 
matters has led him to form a greater i)artiality lor the 
cunning of the Fox, than for the generous, breast-opening 
Pelican, or the simplicity of the superior Dove. If, indeed, 
the coincidences ho has hitherto offered to our notice are 
the only proofs he can addu(*e, we cannot consider them 
as decisive or substantial. We do not deny that they 
are very curious and interesting. Wo laiow not whether 
Signor llossotti has omidoj'od more art in assembling 
them than we have been able to dcitect ; * but, as they 
stand, they certainly justify a prosunii)ti()n, that some- 
thing beyond what meets the ear was intended by some 
of the wiitia's, whoso works he exaniiii(3S. Still we are a 
long way from the “ imaginations all compact,” which he 
would force on oiu' acceptance. 

Wo are not entitled to assume . identity of purpose, 
wherever we find identity of exi)r<‘ssion. Because certiiin 
societies, existing at dilfoient epochs, make use of similai* 
nietaphors in order to designate their stjcrc'i pi*o(;oodings, 
it -will not follow that those proceedings are identical, or 
that any connection exists Tbetween them beyond that 
of mere exterior language. Similar circumstances are 
constantly producing similar results. Now aU secret 
societies are, in respect of their secrecy, similarly situated; 
all have the same necessity of expressing, in their symbo- 

* Occasionally we have found his quotations unfaithful. It is 
not fair to extract part of a sentence from “The Convito,** in w lich 
Dante derives the word “Cortesia” from the word “Coij-te,” 

without ])aying the slightest attention to the clause immedia.tely 
following, in which he declares himself to mean usage of anc|ient 
Courts, and not such as then flourished. \ 
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lical laii^age, that relation of contrast to the nninitiatod, 
on which their constitution depends. It is natural, 
therefore, that all should seek for metaphorical analo«^os 
to indicate this contrast ; and those analogies ^nll bo 
sought in the contrasts of outward natuic — ^in the oppo- 
sition, for instance, of light to darkness, warmth to cold, 
life to death, and all the others which Signor Rossetti 
considers as affording decisive i)rof)fs of affiliation, when- 
ever they occur in the text-books of scpai'ato societies. 
Meanwhile, nnisonic lodges, evtm in the \dew of our 
ingenious author, do not occui)y the whole of God’s 
earth. Tin* ordinary passions of oui‘ natimo continue in 
operation, without much regard to thoTn, But these 
ordinary piissioiiH loip lire the oc(uisional use of metaphors; 
and as the ^’omiiient objects in the mateiial imiverso are 
always ready at hand, it will sometimes ha])])on tliat the 
same (joniparisons may be eni])loyed by persons wlu) ni*vor 
dreamed of secret conspiracies or initiatoiy n’tes, Still 
Icjss, tlKireforo, is the occuironco of phrjisc^s in a common 
book ri'.s(*nibling those in some spubolic exj^osition, any 
evidence of necessary connection betwe^on things so widely 
distant. The no\ico, who has i)assed through his terri- 
fying ordeal in the open grave or colIin, may ]^e told 
that ho rises to new life in the secluded j)nvacios of his 
lodge ; but it hy no means follows that Dante must 
allude to this cii’cunistanco w^hen ho uses the same figure. 
It may happen that more than one Italian poet fixes 
some leading incident of his stoiy at the fii’st hour of the 
day, simply because that time of morning has a beautiful, 
and therefore a poetical chai’acter; but there seems no 
need of rocuning for a further explanation of so intol- 
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ligible a fact to some mystical question in a catechism 
of American masons. It may happen again that the 
solemnity and religious impoi-tance attached by Platonic 
lovers to all circumstances connected with their passion, 
may have led them to assign to the festivals of the 
Christian church * an5' prominent event in the lives of 
their ladies. Or accident and imitation may well be con- 
ceived to account for such resoinblances^ nor should it 
more smpriso us to liud some secret transactions of the 
Templai's dated on the siime days which this or that 
poet may have selected, than to find an English law tonri 
dating ii*om Easter, or English rents paid at Lady-day. 
We do not, however, mean to represent all Signoi* liossotti’s 
instances of coincidence as worth no more than these we 

* When Signor Rossetti proceeds to examine tlic Romantic Poets, 
he will not forget to j)ut in requisition that Canzone, in which 
Ariosto, in a delightful strain, Iwtween banter and solemnity, tells 
us how he first met his mistress on “ The summer i'estival of good 
St. John,” and how amidst the dances and banquets, the music 
and jn’oeessions, the streets and thejitres crowded with lovely forms, 
yet, ‘‘in so fair a phice, he g:izod on nothing fairer than her face.’* 
Mid8ummer*s day, the feiist of St. John, is still a great time of 
rejoicing among the Freemasons. Signor Rossetti can hardly have 
failed ^ remark this proof of hi.s theory. Rut wc really exjiect 
his thanks for suggesting to him a piissage in Rousseau’s “Con- 
fessions,** which, we doubt not, in his hands may prove a key to 
all that was incxiilicable in the character of that unfortunate man, 
besides throwing much light on the stormy times of the Revolution. 
Just before the descrii)tion of his adventure with Mademoiselles 
Galley .and Grafienreid, a description on which are lavished all the 
charms of an inimitable style, occurs this important remark, more 
valuable for our Professor than all the eloquence and sentiment in 
the world : “ C£tait la semaine aprds le St, Jewa,** 
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have mentioned. Ills jiroof is of a cumulative character, 
and injustice is done to it by^ citing detached parts. Wo 
will proceed to examine rather more closely his theory 
respecting Dante, because this is the most important 
portion of his work, and vuU afford the best specimen of 
his mode of inductive reasoning. 

In the “ Oomento Analitico,” published by Eossetti in 
1820-7, ho broafthod a comparatively small number of 
paradoxes, to those contained in the present disquisition, 
yet amply sufficient to stai*tlo tho public, and to provoke 
no very lenient criticism. Wincing under the attacks he 
has sustained, our bold adventurer docs not, however, 
retreat from his post; on tho contraiy, ho makes an 
advance, intending to cany tho enemy’s camp by a coup 
do iriJiin, or to toiTify them at least to a dislodgcment, 
by throats of stiU more intrepid assaults for tho future. 
Tho “ CoTuento ” represented Dante as a ixditician, whoso 
hati’od to tho Papal pai*ty induced him to devise a great 
political allegory, of -which his ])rincipal poem consists ; 
but that he was averse to Catholic doctnnes was not 
thcro asserted. Eossotti's detbneo of himself for this 
excess of caution, since oven then ho allows ho knew tho 
whole conii)loxion of tho casoj is rather amusing. * 
Now, however, tho v(}il is thi’o-wn off. Dante is not only 
an Imperialist, but a Freemason ; not only an opponent 
of tho tompoi’al power of Eomo, but an uncompromising 
Eeformer, whoso views on religious subjects wore any- 
thing but Catholic. Peti-arch, Boccaccio, and a host of 
others less illustrious, were to tho full as heretical ; and, 
in his cax>acity of a faithful son of the Church, tho 
• See the last cliai^ter. 
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Professor makes some faint show of being scandalised at 
the impieties which his industiy has discovered. This 
improved theory has, it camiot bo denied, one important 
advantage over tts own embryo condition. While political 
hostility was alleged as the only’ motive which could 
actuate Dante and Petrarch in assuming these strange 
disguises, it was not easy to answer the obvious question, 
“ Why should these men have taken such infinite pains 
to say in secret what on numberless occasions they had 
said in public?” The poet whf) wi’ote that bitter lino 
“ La dov() Cristo tutto di si merca,” and many others not 
loss plain spc»ken, could hardly have thought it necessary 
to mask his sentiments. All his w’^ritings amply confinn 
the energetic declaration ho has left us concerning his 
own character, 

Che s’io al Vcro son timido amico, 

Temo di perder vita tra coloro, 

Ohe quGsto tempo chiamerunno antico.** 

If, however, as we are now informed, the spiritual supre- 
macy of Rome was no less abhorred than h(ir usuii)od 
temporalities, some answer may bo found to an objection 
otherwise so fatal. Some motive cei*tainly in this case 
would appear, for resorting, in the terrible days of the 
Inquisition, to theso wonderful shifts and subtleties. 
Still we do not see how Signor Rossetti strengthens his 
cause by bringing together instances of strong language 
openly used "against Romo, sinco the more he shows to 
have been uttered writhout disguise, the loss shall we be 
inclined to admit its necessity. In the direct argument ho 
altogether fails. We see no reason to suppose that the 
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Ghibellino party, as a body, entertainod infidol Hentiments; 
and certainly none whatever that Dante, in pailicnlar, 
was not a submissive son of the Ohurch. Eossetti may 
make some converts, but there is one who will nevei’ come 
over to his opinion — the Muse of Histoly^* She tells 
us that the liiaiKjhi, of whom Dante was a loader, and 
with whom ho suffered, were not originally Ghibollines. 
They wore a division of the Guelf pai-ty. It is notorious 
that Dante fought in liis youth against the Ghibellino 
Fuorusciti, and his use of “ vostri,” in the dialogue with 
Farinata, sufficiently indicates to what j>ai‘ty he con- 
sidered himself’ naturally to belong. When the force of 
circumstances cbxw the Bianchi into a closer connection 
with the Imperialists, there is no gimind for supposing 
that they offered in sacrifice to Ga>sar all the prejudices in 
which they had been educated. At all events, until the 
injustice of the Ncri rulers had effected the alliance of 
theii’ now with theu* ancient enemies, f it is utterly 
iin])robablo that Danto and those of his faction were 
versed in all the wild woi*ds and daring oj anions, which 

♦ The Ciinccllieri Bianchi and Caucellieri Neri were originally 
factions at Pistoia. Gradually these n.amcs migrtited to the capital ; 
and the partissuis of the Oerchi began to be denominated White, 
while Corso’s followers took pride in being Black. 

+ Let it he remembered, too, that Dante married a Donati, 
and that, when invested with authority as one of the Priori, he 
impartially exercised the restrictive powera of the law against the 
leaders of both factions. Posterity would have heard nothing of 
his Ghibellinism, had not the ill-omened presence of Charles de 
Valois given power and a desperate mind to the adherents of Donati. 
See the narrative of Diuo Compagui, the best authority on these 
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might be cuiTent in the Emperor’s court. Yet Eossetti 
would have ns believe that before the events occuiTOd 
which detached him finally from the Roman party, he 
was already as deep in heresy as the supposed author of 
“ De tribus Impostoribus.” 

We should certainly feel giuteful for any theory that 
should satisfactorily explain the Vita Nuova. No one 
can have road that singular work, without having found 
his progress peipotually checked, and his pleasure 
impaii'ed, by the occun’cnce of passages appai-cntly un- 
intelligible, or presenting only an unimportant meaning, 
in phrases the most labmious and involved. These diffi- 
culties we have been in the habit of refemng, partly to 
corruptions in the text, for of all the works of Dante * 
there is none in which the editions are so at vanance, and 
the right readings so uncertain ; partly to the schohistici 
£6rms of language with which all wiitors at the revival of 
literature — ^but none so much as Dante, a student in many 
universities, and famous among his countrymen and 
foreigners for the depth of his scientific acquirements — 
delighted to overload tho simplicity of thoir subject. 
Certainly, until Signor Rossetti suggested tho idea, wo 
never dreamed of looking for Ghibelline enigmas in a 
narrative apparently so remote from politics. Nor did it 
occur to us to seek even for moral meanings, that might 
throw a forced and doubtful light on these obscurities. 
Whatever uncertain shape might, for a few moments, bo 
assumed by the Beatrice of the Comodia^ imparadisod in 

* Dr. Nott informed the writer oi these remarks, that he had 
been enabled, by collating several Italhui MSS. not generally known, 
to rectify many apparent obscurities in the Oomedia itself 
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ovorpoworing effluences of light and music, and enjoying 
the immediate vision of the Most High, here at least, in 
the mild humility and modest nobleness of the living and 
loving creature, to whom the •sonnets and canzones are 
addressed, we did believe wo were safe from allegory. 
Something indeed there was of vagueness and um*oality in 
the pictui'o we behold : but it never disturbed our faith ; 
for we believed it to arise from the reverential feeling 
which seemed to possess ino poet’s imagination, and led 
him to concentrate all his loftiest sentiments and pure 
ideas of perfection in the object of his youthful passion, 
consecrated long since and idealised to his heart, by the 
sanctities of the ovorsha<lowing tomb. It was a noble 
thing, wo thought, to see the stern politician, the em- 
bittered exile,* the man worn by the world’s severest 
realities, who know how sharp it^was to mount another’s 
stairs, and oat another’s bread, in his old age; yet, amidst 
these sufferings and wounded feelings, rocuning vith 
undaunted memory to the days of his hapi>y boyhood: 
msit for purposes of vain regret; not for complaints of 
deceived expectation; not to colour the past time with 
the sombre tints of the present: but to lionoiu* human 

* It is by no means ccrtiiin that the Vita Nuova was comix)sed 
after the storniy period of Dante s life liad begun. Rossetti tjikcs 
for granted that it was written after 1302, the date of bis exile. 
He, of course, rejects entirely the apparent authority of Boccaccio 
in his Vita di Dante, where it is expressly st:iicd that the poet 
wrote it in his twenty-seventh year, i. e. about 1292. It may, 
however, have been retouched afterwards. Certainly the conclusion 
seems to refer to the Comedia as a work alremly in hand ; yet we 
have no reason to think any of this was written before 1300, the 
date assigned by Dante himself. 
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nature; to glorify disinterested affection; ‘to celebrate 
that solemn, primeval, iiulissoliible alliance between the 
imagination and the heai’t. It was this (jonsideration, we 
confess, that imi)aited its piincipal charm to the character 
of 13eatn(Ki, both in the Vita Nnova, and the gi ojit poem, 
which seemed its natuiul prolongation. We liked to view 
these works in what appeared to bo their obvious relation; 
nor could we evta* read vdthout emotion that i)assago in 
the contusion of the foimor, in which the poet, feeling 
oven then his lii)s touched by the inspiiing cherubim, 
speaks loftily, but indistinctly, of that higher monimient 
he was about to raise to lier whom ho had ali*cady cele- 
brated with so ample a ritual of undodious eulogy. In the 
Paradises, and the latter pai’t of the Purgatoiy, wo have 
intimated already, that the reality of lioatrice Portinaii 
seemed, for a time, to become absorbed into those celestial 
truths, of which she had always been a mirror to the 
imagination of her lover. Described tlnoughout as most 
j)Ui‘0, most humble, most simple, most affectionate, and as 
the i)orsonal foim in which Dante delighted to (jontemplate 
the idejil objects of his moral feelings, is it wondeiful that 
she fc^ould becoino at last for him the representative of 
religion itself? Wo lise indeed a step higher by this bold 
personification, but that step is on the same ascent wo 
have climbed with him from the beginning. Judged by 
the exact standaid of calculated realities, it was no more 
true that Beatiice dcseiTod the ju'aises of those eai*ly 
sonnets, than that she is woithy to represent the Church, 
or Eeligion, in the solemn procession through terrestrial 
Paradise. Imagination gave her the fiist; imagination 
assigns the last : according as our tempers arc disposed, 
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WO may blame the cxb’avagaoco of tho fiction, or sympa- 
thise with that truth of feeliug, 'wliicli iais(\s round its 
delicate vitality this x>i*<>tiictmg veil; but wo cannot, in 
fairness of reasoning, assume the absence of any rtial 
groundwoi’k in the one ropri‘S(‘iitation of lli;atricc, unless 
W'O are ju-c'pai'tMl to deny it also in tin' other. Signor 
Rossetti, indeed, is fully so ])ro])ared. lie considers such 
a jjassion, as is usually thought to be depicttjd in the 
X)Ooms of that time, as utha-ly chimerical and absurd ; 
and wonders at the stui»idity of those Iciarned men vlio 
have written volumes on tho contiaiy su] )positi()ii. On 
this i)oint wo shall have a w^ord to say ])i‘(,‘s(‘ntly. Hero 
W'o confine ourselves t(} maintaining that a character may 
bo allogoiical in part, without bilng so altogtdher. AVo 
jiro not inclined, therefore, to admit tho Ibi’ce of Rossetti’s 
argument, founded on tho famous scene of the cliaiiot; 
because, when wo have cheerfully granted that tho 
daughter of Foleo IVirtinaii wiis never robbed of the 
Chiisbau Chui-ch by a Babylonian hailot, wo do not 
agieo wixn him that we have conccuh'd all that is of 
moment in tho question. We are still, it seems to us, at 
Hhei'ty to contend, not merely that a h'lorentinc lady, 
named Beatrice, did actually exist, and was helovcMl by 
Dante, but that she is tho veiy Beati ice whoso imaginary 
agency ho exhibits to us in his i)()eni, and whoso real 
conduct he describes in liis “Life.” But while wo are 
determined, hy the force of what our author dismisses at 
once as h)olish prejudice and second-hand sentimentality, 
not to yield a single inch of ground fui’thcr than facts 
oblige us, we frankly confess his ohseivatious have made 
so much impression on us, that we fear (at tho i-isk of the 

n 2 
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Professor’s contompt, we must use that word) there may 
be more of allegory in the two last of the Cantiche of 
the Comedia, than we had hitherto imagined. He need 
not triumph in this concession. We are ready to die 
fighting in the cause, rather than go the whole lengths 
of a theory which would have us acknowledge nothing in 
the “dolce guida e cara,” whose smile biightened the 
brightncjss of Paradise, but a mixture of a possible good 
Pope and a possible good Emperor ! 

Besides, the new interpretation of the Vita Nuova 
appears to us forced and desperate. It might not bo 
difficult, we imagine, to find twenty other hidden meanings 
at least as plausible. We will, however, give it at length, 
that our readers may judge. The whole of that treatise, 
then, it appears, is a naiTation, in t/m/o, of one fact, — 
the change from Madonna Cortesia or Imperialism, to 
Madonna Pieta or Eomanism. In proof of this, we have 
the second \dsion quoted : “ II dolcissimo Signore, il quale 
mi signoreggiava, per la virtu della gentilissima donna 
nella mia immaginaziono, apparvo come pollegiino leg- 
gionnonte vostito e di vili diuppi.” This indicates, wo are 
told, that Dante was about to undertake an allegorical 
pilgrimage, clothed in Guelfic gjuments. Love, who 
looked “ as if his soignory had passed away,” proceeds to 
tell the poet, “lo vongo da quolla donna la qualo e stata 
lunga tua difesa, e so che il suo venire non sai’a : e pero 
quel cuore ch’io ti facova aver da lei io Tho meco, e 
portolo a donna, la quale sara tua difensiono, come costei; 
0 nominoUami, sicche io la conobbi bene.” Then Love 
disappears, and the poet remains “ combiato in vista ” 
(that is, says Bossetti, in his outward appearance), and 
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tolls us, “ Dico quello che amore ni disse, awcgnache nou 
compiutamente, per toma ch’io avea di non scopriro il mio 
segi’oto.” This secret is the name of the now lady to 
whom he is to fingn love. The evil rumours which began 
to gather a-gainst Dante, on the occasion of this “ nuova 
difesa,” for “troppa gente ne ragionava oltro ai termini 
della Cortesia*! (that is, many persons not belonging to 
the Imperial party), occasioned some stem beha\doui* in 
Doatrice, who denied her lover the accustomed salutation. 
In other words, the Imperial i)ai'ty began to suspect him 
of being a l*apist: “which,” the Professor adds, T^ith 
some naivete, “was natural enough, seeing that all the 
world has hithoito made the same mistake.” Tlien 
follows a dream of Dante, in which Love appeared to 
him, and said, “Pili mi, terapus est ut praotennittantur 
simulacra nostra.” After which he is (iommanded to 
make a Ballata, in which he should si)eak to his Beatitude, 
not immediately, but indii-ectly, and should place in the 
midst of it som(j words, adorned with sweetest harmony, 
that might declare his real intention to the lady herself. 
The Ballata follows, and the poet diincts it to seek his 
Madonna, “ Presso ch’avrcsti chiesta })ietate,” According 
to the now inteipretation, this Ballata is a sjunbol of the 
Divina Comodia, and the words “ nel mezzo ” refer to the 
description of ten’estrial Paradise in the latter part of 
the Purgatory, concerning which we shaU hoar* a good 
deal presently. The sonnet, which comes next in order, 
preceded by a prose paraphrase in Dante’s usual fashion, 
does not certainly present a very intelligible sense, accord- 
ing to its literal acceptation 
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Tutti li miei pensicr parlan d’Amorc, 

Ed liaiino in lor si fcran variolMte, 

Ch’altro mi fa toUt sua iiotestaic, 

Altro folle rasiona il sno valorc, 

Aliro sperando m* apporta dolzore, 

Altro pianfi(‘r mi fa sx>o.s.se fiate, 

E sol s’ accordano in cUiedtT Piotfilo, 

Troinamlo di ]>aura ch’e ncl core ! • 

Ond’ io non so da qual maWria i)rcnda, 

E YoiToi dire, e non S(» cli’ io mi dicji^ 

Cosi mi trovo in amoro.sa oiTaiiza. 

E sc con tutti YO fare accordanza, 

Convicnemi cliiamar la mia ncmica, 

Madonna la Piota, chc mi difenda.* 

I have no ihouj;lit Idiat docs not s])cak of love ; 

Tlii'y liavo in tlitmi so jp’oa.t variety, 

That one l»ids mo desire his sovranty, 

One with mail s])eecli his goodness would approve ; 

Another, bringing liojie, brings i»leasantncss, 

And yet anothci’ makes me often W’cei> : 

In one thing only d<i th(‘y concord keep, 

’Calling for Pity, in timorous distnjss. 

So know 1 not which thought to choose for song ; 

Fain would I sjicak, hut wild words cornc and go, 

And in an amorous maze T wander long. 

No way hut this, if Concord must he made, 

To call u])on Mathmnn Pity’s aid ; 

And yet Madonna Pity is my foe. 

“I say Madonna,” Danto adds, “ siieaking, as it were, 
disdainfully.” In tlio new tlieoiy this mysterious Madonna 

* Whether *‘Pietd ” is in this instance adequately translated by 
“ Pity,*’ seems iiithcr difficult to determine. On Eossetti’s hypo- 
thesis, it signifies “Piety.” There are, however, inimmerahle 
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Pieta rcprosentwS the Catholic religion ; and the sonnet is 
an announcement of the now disguise found necessary for 
the sect. Dante then vindicates his fre(iuent personitica- 
tions of Love, quoting Ovid, who puts into the mouth 
of Love as of a human person, ** Bella mihi video, holla 
parantur, ait.” “And by this my hook may ho rendered 
clear to any one that doubts rosj^octing any part of it.” 
Of course this quotation fi*om Ovid is eagerly laid hold 
of by Signor Bossetti, who considers it a key of the whole 
treatise, and it must ho owned it suits his pui'poso well. 
The death of poor Beatii(!(i, although not th^j n(5xt inci- 
dent montioiKjd by Dante, is the next ho finds serviceable: 
and the modci of describing it aflCoi'ds room for much 
triumph on tln^ i)aii; of our now int(n']n'oter. “ Quomodo 
sola sedet civitas idona j)()pulo! Pacta est quasi vidua 
domina gentium ! II Signore dcdla Giustizia chiamd queUa 
gentilissima,” &o. Now it seems there is extant a Latin 
letter, wi’itton by Dante to the conclave of cardinals on 
the occasion of the death of Clement Y., exhorting them 
to elect an Italian pontiff, and thus to bring back the 
chair of Peter from Avignon to Borne. This letter begins 

passfiges in Dante, which, without the most hiirefact'd violence, 
could not be brought to bear such a constnigtion of the word. In 
the Voeabolario della Cruscji, only one BBStJiiicc is cited (from 
Casa), in which Piet^ is used in this sense : — “Buon animo, con- 
fome alia jjerpetua Fiotil e religione di Dio.” Generally speaking, 
Pietd. may either be rendered by comi)assion, or it has a wider 
signification, answering in some degree to that of Pietas in Latin, 
or evarefifia in Greek, as c. g., in this passage from the Tesoretto 
of Latini : “Pietade non e iKissionc, auzi una nohile disposizione 
d’animo, apparccchiata di ricevere amore, zuisericordia e altro 
caritative passioni.” 
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with the yery words above montioiied, “ Quomodo sola 
sedet,” &c. By this step Dante doclarod himself a partisan 
of Eomanism, anxious for the supremacy of the eternal 
city. It was, therefore, according to Eossetti, an act 
of deception, a bait thrown out to nibbling Guelfs, and 
exactly of a piece with his scheme of concealing heresy 
in an apparently orthodox poem. It is evident, the 
Professor thinks, that the death of Beatrice indicates the 
completion of the change to seeming Eomanism, and that 
• this extract of the Latin letter was introduced to show it. 
Ho ex 2 )atiates on the indifferent, unimpassioned stylo in 
which the death is first mentioned : the strange passage 
in which Beati icc is declai ed to be the number nine, three 
times thi-ee, on account of her peifection, and because tho 
Trinity w'us tho root of her moral being, a])pcar8 to him 
a decisive proof that no real person is hero described, but 
a fictitious, allegorical creation, such as he lias jiointed 
out. This, however, is far from being the only signifi- 
cation whicli he attaches to the death of Beatrice. The 
important change of gvrgo occuired, once for all, under 
tho auspices of Dante; but what then ai’o we to make 
of Laura, Fiammetta, Sclvaggia, and other objects of 
Platonic affection, equally indi8i)ensable to the Professor’s 
theory.^* Ilis e^^irsive fancy scoms to bo confined to 

* To the list, which he jUready considers large enough to 
his explanation, may he added the Caterina of Camoens, the Slisa 
in the Eclogues of Garcilaso, the “ departed saint ** of Milton, the 
Thyrza of Byron, the Lucy of Wordsworth, and half a hundred 
more, whom we should be weary of enumerating. Perhaps in some 
futui-e edition we may hope for an opposite list of poeti^ who have 
died before their mistresses ; a fact equally curious it seems to us, 
and equally worthy of masonic interpretation. 
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the limits of a single interpretation, even when it is the 
cherished fruit of his own labours. That all those ladies 
should dio before their lovers, is too great a prodigy for 
his scepticism to digest. There must bo a deep secret in 
it ; and by dint of soai’ching in masonic books, and study- 
ing Swedenborg, he thinks he has discovered it. These 
“ donne gontili,” it turns out, are only beautil‘ul truths, 
relative to a future poifect government, which tho 
initiated naturally fall in love with, and w^hose protended 
deaths relate to a mywstorious ritual function in the secret 
societies. Thus Jlcatiice is })aii; of Dante, and Laiua 
of Petrarch. The giicf of those faithful lovers for their 
departed mistrossos, is grief only in the external man, 
beyond w^hich tho uninitiated can understand nothing. 
I5ut the inner soul, which lives a tnio life in the possession 
of its grefit socjret, rejoices all the while, and smiles at tho 
hyi)Ociitical tears of its outward countenance.* Eeserving 
to oui’selvos tho privilege of offering some objections to 
this strange account, when w© come to speak of Petrarch, 
wo will now lay before our readers two extracts from 
that portion of Signor Bossetti's work which froats of the 
Divina Comedia. 

This poem, he tolls us, is a political allegory throughout. 
The Inferno rejn'esents Italy, tho Abisso at the end being 
Borne, and the episodic scene in tho ninth canto being 
intended to shadow forth tho state of Plorcnce, and tho 
arrival of Hoift’y of Luxemburg. Purgatory is tho actual 
condition of tho Setta d’Amoro, toimontod and without 
rest, yet happy, “porche sperandi venire, Quando che sia, 
alle beate genti.” Pai-odise is the Emperor’s court as it 
will be hereafter, when Maria, or tho Immaculate Sect, 
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shall have brought forth Christ, the anointed heir of tho 
tjmpire, who shall execute the great judgment on lUbylon 
or Romo, and elevate all who have faithfully seiwod him 
to peace and honom- in his com*t. Tho Professor shall 
explain these things in his own words. 

It will be allowed, I suppose, that in these two expressions— ** 11 
Mondo i^reseiite,” “ II TeDii»o preseiite,’’ the two words inondo and 
temi)0 are equivalent iji sens**, aud may considered synonymous. 
Now, in the rurfr.itorio, Dante asks a s]»irit for what rwison “il 
inondo fosse eosi }n*ivo di virtd, e gravido di inalizi.a. ’* Aud he makes 
the spirit answer him, *‘Bett puoi voder, You may ejisily 

perceive that bad government is the cau.se from which proceeds the 
guiltiness of the world. When Rome had two luminaries (the 
Emperor and the Poi»e), who pointed out to us the two w'ays, that 
of the world, or politiwil well-being, and that of God, or si>lritual 
felicity, then Rome pi*odimed the good time ; Init since one luis 
destroyed the other (the Pope Inus cclii)S(*d the Ein 2 )eror), the exact 
contrjiry has biken place ; fur the people, perceiving their si)iritual 
guide only intent on stealuig that temi)oral gj)od which tlieir own 
appetites desire,* follow readily the l>ud exjimple of their head, 
and glut themselves with the things of this life, having no regar<l 
whatever to .sjiiritual good. The Church of Horne, therefore, 
is the cause of such a depravation. She has jiervertod tlie two 
governments, a.s well that which is her own as that which sho 
usurped, whereby she has fallen into the filth of all wickedness, 
and pollutes not only herself but whoever leans on her.” In 
another iKii-t of the Pur-gatory, he says yet more cleju-ly, “II capo 
rco lo mondo torce.” Hence the idea of Dante is evident, and 
expressly contriined in his words. Rome, wheik good, had pro- 
duced the good time. Rome, when bad, produced the bad time ; 
because the bad head, in which the time is reflected, gave the 
exami)le of dcjiravity. Now all the Inferno of Dante has for its 
princiiral element the bad time, the same which Boccaccio mentions 
as the source of all the Tartarean streams described by the poet. 
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The Ghihellinc bard represents it in the fourteenth canto, under the 
aspect of a vast Colossus, composed of various metids corresiwnding 
to the various fictitious ages, golden, silver, copper, and iron. But 
in 'what direction is situated this bid time, all whose productions 
are poured into hell ? In what )>]ace is it min*o]*cd, as a perfect 
likeness ? “ E Rmna guarda siccome suo speglio.*’ 

In the Inferno, Dante tells us that the Evangelist, who wrote the 
Apocalypse, beholding ‘‘Colei die siede sopra I’acque,*’ saw a 
figure of the comqited jjapacy. She is the great harlot, “qujc 
sedet super aquiis mulbis,” and those waters are figures of nations, 
“ et aquee quas vidisti, ubi Meretrix sedet, populi sunt ct gentes.” 
The waters, therefore, produced by tllb had time, which iniiTors 
itself in corrupted Home, are figures of coiTupted nations, “ la 
gente che sua guida vede.” Let us follow the course of these 
waters, and sec where they dischjirge themselves. They are poured, 
we shall find, into the lake of the abyss, where Satan dwells, “in 
BU die Dite siede.** This lake is surrounded by a great wall, and 
the wall by a vjust intrenchment ; the latter is twenty-two miles in 
circuit, the former eleven. Now the outer intrenchment of the 
walls of Home (whether icsil or imaginary) is said by the contem- 
poraries f)f Dante to be exactly twenty-two miles round, and the 
walls themsi'lves were, and still are, about eleven. It is obvious, 
therefore, that the had time is intended to behold, as a mirror, that 
bad place, which is the rucei»tade of those waters, or nations ; in 
other words that figurative Home, “ in su die Ditc siede I ’* The 
waters retuiii to their great fountain ; this is a physical fact, used 
allegorically: the jiciwcrted nations to the source of their iniquities; 
this is the meaning of the lUlegoriciiI image. 

The characteristic vice of the Pajial Court was avarice. A 
thousand writers tell us so, and Dante among the rest. The 
Demon of Avai’ice, when he sees Dante descend through Hell, cries 
out to him, “ Pap* e Satan, Pap* e Satan, Aleppo.*’ All commen- 
tators explain “Alep])c,”as prince, from the Hebrew A leph, just 
as Gioseppe comes from Josejih. For this reason, the demon cries, 
“ The Pope is Satan, Prince of this Hell.” Before we pursue the 
demonstratioii, we must make one remai*k on this verse. It has 
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driven tlie commentators mad ; they give it up as unintelligible : 
now we understand what it means. The two measurements, spoken 
of above, were always thought to lie mentioned at random ; now 
wc perceive the evident allusion. Observe, too, they are the only 
measurements to be found in all the Inferno, and they are derived 
from no geogniphical dimension, nor any Scriptunil doctrine : now 
wc see at once from what quarter they are derived. And by the 
help of these passages, we may understand the origin of many other 
allusions to Rome and its Sovereign. 

The Lake of the Abyss, central point of the region of wickedness 
governed by the Demon Qcrione, is suiTounded by moats, and a 
chain of successive bridges* leads to the great wall of this Lake. 
Dante likens these moats to those which surround a fortified city, 
and the bridges to those which lead into such a city, and the 
damned spirits crossing the first ])ridge, to those who cross the 
bridge of 0;istel Sautangelo at Rome, “e vanno a S. Pietro.’* We 
cannot, in this plnce, explain whom the demon of fraud, called 
Gerione, “qui trilms unus eiiit,” is intended to represent : but only 
let us keep in mind that Dante’s Satan is also ‘‘tribus unus.” Nor 
can we fully dechu'e the purport of those luidges over which the 
Deuiou presides : only let us keep in mind an etymology, sufficiently 
common, “ Poutifex a poutibus faciundis.” 

The famous 734 towers of the Roman walls, mentioned by Pliny, 
were, in the time of Dante, nearly half remaining. These towers 
caused many aHusions to those of Babylon : and such aHusions 
there are in Dante. The wall tliat encloses the Ahyss is crowned 
with fiir-seen towers, ‘‘Montereggion di torri si corona.” There, in 
that thick gloom, ** A lui parve veder molte jilte torri.” He asked, 
** What city is this? What land is this?” His guide answered 
him, “ Sappi, che non son torri, ma gigauti,” who were towering, 
*‘di mezzala persona,” over that wall which wjis eleven miles round. 
Dante perceives the first to be a giant^ and his head appeared, 
“ Come la pina di S. Pietro a Roma.” 

Let us now set together six distinct points which bear relation to 
each other, and have one common direction. The trench which 
surrounds the lake of the abysi^ has the precise dimensions of the 
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intrenchment at Kome. The wall which surroands the abyss, in 
which Satan resides, has tlie precise dimensions of the Roman walls 
within which the Pope resides. The Demon of Avfirice exclaims, 

“ Pape,” &c. The corrupt time, which sends forth into the abyss* 
its wicked nations, made so by itself, “Roma guarda,” Ac. The 
damned passing under the first bridge leading to the abyss, arc 
compared to those wlio go to St. Peter's at Rome : on the wall of 
the abyss, to which that bridge leads, appear giants resembling 
towers, and the head of the firat seemed to Dante as the cuimla of 
St. Peter s at Rome. But who is the giant, whom Dante first 
perceived on the wall of the abyss, where he imagined he saw 
many towers ? Who is he whose head seemed like “ the ciij)ola of 
St. Peter’s ? ” He is Nimrod, the builder of the tower of Babylon. 
“Hie turrificus simul et terrifiens Nemroth, tnrres in novissimtl 
Baby lone construens.” So speaks Petrarch of the Roman Court, 
which sometimes he called Hell, and almost always Babylon : for he 
never affixes any other (Lite to hi.s confidential letters, than “dalla 
gemina Babilonia,” considering it perhaps Jis at once terrestrial and 
infernal ; and in his answer to a friend, who had expressed surprise 
at this bold indication, he swiys, “ Subscriptiouibus e]>ist()larum 
mcarum miraris, ncc immerito, non nisi geminam Babyloniam cum 
legcris. Dcsine imminiri. Et sna Babylon huic terrarum tractui 
est; a quibus condita incerium, a quibus habitata notiasimum, 
certa ab his a quibus jure optimo nomeu hoc i)OBsidet. Hie Nemroth 
potens in terra contni dominum, ac mperhis turnbus coelum petens. 
Hie pharetrata Semiramis (the Bi^bylonhin harlot). Non hie Cerberus 
horrendus, non imperiosus Minas ? ” — Ep. 8, dn. tU. Numberless 
writers, of the time, and even historians, wci-e in the habit of 
calling the Papal Court by this name : and it was doubtless to 
make more evident the signification of this abyss, the receptacle 
of waters springing from one “die Roma guarda,” that Dante 
placed in the first rank there the builder of the tower of Babylon, 
whose heiul appeared to him long mid bulky, like the dome of 
St. Peter’s. — Cap. Y, entitled, Principale AlUgoria delV Inferno 
di Dante,'* 
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Our next extract relates to the scone of the chariot. It 
is taken from th() eleventh chaptc)!* of Sij^or Rossettrs 
work, whicR is heailect “ Caraltero Dommatico o Politico 
*(lel Pociiia di Dante.” 

Dante lias jjlaced n(*arly in tlic middle of his Comedia a majestic 
representation, eminent above tlie ivst, and standing out in clear 
light, like an obelisk in Hkj c(‘ntre of a large square ; into this 
rei»resentati()n he has gathered all the effect of o])i>osing lights and 
shades, for it i)artakcs of the Inferno and PiU’adiso, between which 
it is situated, and brings them, so to speak, into contact. This 
scene, prepared by everytinng that Inis come l)efore, and illustrated 
by everything that lollows, naturally arrests all the attention of 
the reader, as it concentrated all the ai-t of the autJior, This scene, 
in short, ])resents to us the lieavenly lieatrice in immediate oppo- 
sition to the infernal Mcretricc. There the virtuous lady is set 
over against the abandoned woman : they meet as two inveterate 
enemies, as Holiness and Sin. On the right ex]>lanatioii of this 
scene depends in a great mejisuro the interpretation of the entire 
Comedia, for this is the secret knot in which the principal mystery 
is enclosed. Wc arc about disentangle this liard knot, but we 
shall not be .able to loosen it entirely, until our labours arc further 
advanced. We begin by asking. Is that ahandoned w’omaii a real 
person ? Certainly not. She is an allegorical figure of the Pope. 
Dante declares it, and all agree in this. Shall wo say then that the 
virtuous lady, introduced for the Sf>le j)ur]»ose of contnisting with 
the other, is to he considered a i-eal chanictor ? Sujqiose you had 
before you a picture of some grejit mjister : such is the wamderful 
effect of the mingled lights and shmlcs, th.at you yield to the illusion, 
and believe you see nature itself. Afterwards, wdicn you look again 
and again, you perceive it is a picture, and not a reality. You see 
that what you considered shadow is only colour contrived to imitate 
shadow, and not the real thing. Rut when you have become fully 
convinced of this, would it ever come into your head that the lights 
beside the xiaiuted shadoW| is not itself the work of art, bat a reaJI| 
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natural light, like that of the sun ? Or what degree of judgment 
should wc allow to a critic, who should mniiitain, that of tliese two 
ex])r(*ssioiis, tlio Irou Age and the (loldeii Age, one indeed was 
metaphorical and dtaiott'd the do]»ravatiou of human society, with 
its attendant miseries, \ihile the other signified real gold, t‘xcavated 
from mines, and wrought l»y workmen? Yet how does the case 
difier ? In one and tlic same ]»icture, Dante represcnls to us two 
women, one dissolute, another immaculate, each related to tiio other 
as her oiJposite. If in the first we liare discovered the Anti-Christ 
and Anti -Caesar, under a generic name of liahylon or its ruler, we 
ought at least to ])resume that in the other is typified Christ and 
Ca;sar, under the generic name of Jcrusiilem or its sovereign. P>ut 
let us not trust this ]»rosuin]»tion ; let us nf)t leave that best com- 
mentary on Dante, the Ai)oaiIyp.so. Doth these allegorical females 
were taken from tliat book, and the forms of language with which 
the Evangelisi. rei>resented them, in order to express their contrast, 
arc nearly identical with those employed by Dante, Lotus examine 
the sacred text. “ Vciii, et osteiulam tihi damnationem Meretricis 
magno3,” &c. — Apoc. xvii. Ilerc w'o have the Meretrice described 
by Dante. “ Vein et o.stendam tibi sponsam uxorem Agni,’* &c. — 
Apoc, XX. And bore is tliat vciy Beatrice, whom Dante has 
painted on the great and lofty mountain, where lie was }>laced to 
behold licr : here is she, wdio descended from heaven in all the 
brightne.ss of God, and “Parata sicut sponsa viro suo,” &c., was 
solemnly liailed, “ Vciii, spomsa de Libano,” like the mystic bride 
of Canticle.s. It is true Dante dai*ed not call her Jerusalem, in 
open huiguage ; yet after his fashion ho docs call her so, and that in 
more places than one. Here is an instjuice. Describing liimself at 
the foot of the lofty mountain, on whose summit he afterwards sees 
this Lady-City, he tells us, 

“ Qid era il sole all’ orizonte giunto 
Lo eui meridian cerchio coverchia 
Jerusalem col suo i»id alto punto.” — Purg, 11. 

And the meridian circle in which he found himself covers with its 
high point exactly the top of that mountain, on which the New 
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Jerusalem afterwards revealed herself, and which he indicates by 
this circumlocution. Every reader naturally turns his thoughts to 
the real Jerusalem in the arctic hemisphere, while Dante intends to 
8i)eak of the figurative city in the anhirctic. The antithetical spirit, 
which we shall find so marked and constant in him, led him to 
place in diametrical opposition the old Jerusalem to the New, 
**Paratam, sicut sponsam,” (Purg, 11), as John saw it in the 
Spirit. August is her equipige, minutely described to us. She 
advances, preceded by all the books of the Old Testament, all the 
Sacraments personified. She {Miuses, surrounded by the four 
Gospels personified. She is followed by the Acts of the Apostles, 
the Apostolic Ejiistles, and the Ajiocalypse, equally personified. 
Are these attendants of Beatrice all real persons ? No ; and yet 
you hear them, see them, touch them. Let Dante alone— this is 
his art. The chariot on which the blessed Lidy proceeds is more 
beautiful than that of the sun : on the left are the four ctirdinal 
virtues, on the right the three theological virtues, all personified. 
But the sacred chariot is ‘suddenly, by the poisonous breath of 
the dragon rising from bcncatli, transformed into a seven-headed, 
ten-homed monster. And lo I as soon os the chariot has become 
an image of the dr.igon Satan, and unworthy of Beatrice, there 
arises audaciously, “like a rock of Babylon,” the shameless Mere- 
trice, who dashes forward to plunge into the forest, the opposite of 
that garden in which her rival remains. Let us reflect on this. 
The heavenly lady retains all the venerable and august attendants 
with whom she appeared ; all the theological and cardinal virtues, 
all the books of the old and new testament, all the sacraments, &c. 
And what does the other ? The thief, who stole away the chariot, 
without the holy books, without the sacraments, without the 
virtues, hurries away with the beast on which she sits, and with a 
king of the earth, her paramom', “Mcrctrix magna cum qud for- 
nicati sunt reges terrm." In short her possessions are all infernal, 
not heavenly. Now, when we know that this abandoned creature 
is a symbol of Babylon and its ruler, we are forced to exclaim — 
What a dark idea of the Pope possessed the imagination of Dante ? 
A Pope destitute of all that properly constitutes a Pope ! A Pope 



“DISQUISIZIONI SULLO SPIRITO ANTIPAPALE.” 257 


without holy books, without Bacramcuts, without cardinal and 
other virtues. C3an wc think that Dante held such a phantom to be 
a true Pope ? ilut if not, who was, in his mind, the true Pontiflf ? 
Since it is evident that in these two women the Ghibelline poet 
meant to represent a contrast of extremes, and as it were the 
highest good and the highest evil jicrsonified, we may substitute for 
these apocalyi)tic ladies the two apocalyptic ages, the wretched age 
of impious IJabylon, and the happy sige of holy Jerusalem ; or 
otherwise, the age of gold and that of iron, wliicli do not differ 
from the Jlabylonish time and its opposite. The age of gold includes 
in itself all perfection, as well doctrinal as political, that is a pure 
worship and a rightful government ; which to a Ghibelline imydied 
the beatitudes imparted by an excellent Emi>cror and an excellent 
Pontiff. The age of iron is diametrically opposed to the other in 
both respects. Having established this, we are at liberty to say 
that this golden age, expressed as the Lady of Blessing, or Lady 
Beatrice, produces the two beatitudes which are the objects of 
human aspimtion, that of mortal life and that of immorttil, in such 
completeness, that we are put in possession of a terrestrial Paradise 
here, and a celestial Paradise hereafter. She will make us attain 
the earthly blessedness, by means of the moral and intellectual 
virtues, called cardinal, tus a good Emperor ought to do. She will 
make us attain the heavenly blessedness, by means of the holy 
Christian virtues, called theologictil, tis a good Pontiff ought to do. 
]5ut these two abstract jjerfections, reduced to one concrete figure, 
form exactly the Donna Beatrice, who blesses by a double beatitude ; 
and on this account the poet placed the cardinal virtues on her left, 
and the theological on her right, in the i)icturo he Inw drawn of her. 
According to this Aindysis, it ai>i>ciirs that the imaginary Lady of 
Blessing, in whose eyes Dante contemplated lofty mysteries, “Or 
con uni or con altri reggimenti,” includes in herself the temporal 
and spiritual government, so as to possess, we repeat, in the same 
moment the perfect and true essence of%n excellent Emperor and 
an excellent Pope, 

Who assures us then that this interpretation is correct ? We 
might answer, Inductive Criticism ; but we will rather say, Dante 

s 
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himself. Let Dante come to interpret himself, and let his words he 
not only heard but maturely considered, since they are worthy of all 
hearing and consideration. He has explained all this in the com- 
mentiiry he has left ns on his iioeiu, yet no one has hitherto 
understood him, “Dnoigitur fines providentia ilia inenarrabilis 
homini posuit intendciidos ; Ijeatitudineni scilicet hujus vitae, quae 
in operatione projjriae virtutis consistit, et per Terrestrem Paradisiun 
figuratur ; et beatitudinem vitm acternao, quas consistit in fruitione 
divini }u?})ectfis, ad quam virtus propria accedcre non potest, nisi 
divino lumine adjuta, quae per Pjiradisum Celestem intelligi datur.** 
Then having explained the several functions of a Pontiff and on 
Emperor, as the appointed guides to these, several beatitudes, he 
continues, “Papa et Iinjwrator, cum sint relativa, reduci habebunt 
ad aliquod Unum, in quo reperiatur iste rcspcctus superpositionis 
absque differentialibus aliis ,” — Ve Monarch, stib. fin. And he has 
reduced them to one, “ in quantum homines,** not biking into 
account at prestmt the Holy Trinity, which, by his own confession, 
is also included in the Lady of lllessing, but only the Emperor and 
tho Pope. Let us reflect on this. 

We know from history that the Pabirini were in the habit of 
charging the Pope with robbery and spoliation of the Church of 
Christ. We know that the Ghibellines accused him of having stolen 
and usurped the seat of Cansiir. Dante exhibits to us uii allegorical 
representation, in which the Mcrctrice steals from IJeatrice the 
“ divine and august” chariot, bearing the charactci’s of that Chris- 
tian Church, and that Imperial Throne. If, after this evident 
allegory, any one persists in sjiying that this Lady of Blessing is not 
such as analysis demonstrates, but really and truly Madonna 
Beatrice Portinari of Florence, daughter of Messer Foleo Portinari, 
a Florentine, and wife of Messer Simone dc’ Bardi, a Florentine, we 
are entitled to ask in what chronicle it is recorded for our instruction, 
that the Pope stole the Churcli and Empire from the daughter of 
Messer Foleo, the wife ot Messer Simone. What docs Dante call 
the Empire, deprived of its Emperor ? 


“ Nave senza nocchiero in gran tempesta.” — Pury. vi, 
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Wliat does he call the chariot, deprived of Beatrice ? 

“ Nave in fortuna 

• Vinta dell’ oiide, or da poggio, or da orso.” — Purg. xxx. 

What comparison does he apply to Beatrice ? He likens her to the 
admiral of that shi]). To whom does he compare the Emperor ? 
To the pilot of that ship. Let us hear the two parallel similes. 

“ Quale Ammiraglio che di poppa in }>rora 
Vicne a veder la gente che ministra 
Per gli alii legni, ed a hen far la iocuora, 

In su la sponda del Ciirro sinistra 

Vidi la Donna che pria m’ ai)pario.” — Purg, xxx. 

**Siccome vedemo in una nave che diversi uffici e diversi fini a un 
solo hne sono ordinatl ; cosl c une che tutti quest! fini ordina, e 
questo h il nocchiero, alia cui hoce tutti uhbidir deono. Perche 
mauifestamentc vederc si pud chc a ijerfczione delP uraana spezie 
coiiviene uno cssore quasi nocchiero, che uhl>ia irrepugnahile ufficio 
or commandare. E questo ufficio c ])er eccellenza Im]>erio chiamato, 
e chi a questo ufficio c posto 5 chiamato Imperatore.” In one, the 
Empciur is a i>ilot giving orders to the crew, who are working the 
ship ; — in the other, Beatrice is mi admiral, encouraging all her 
men, from stern to prow of the vessel. This Bejitrice comes on in 
a triumphal car, resembling that which Rome saw driven by 
Augustus ; and before her is chaunted the Vu-gilian verse, 

“ Manibus date lilia plenis,” 

written for the presumptive heir of the throne of Augustus. 
Towards this mysticjil Beatrice, Jis the ultimate aim of his mystical 
journey, the bard of the imperial Roman momirchy, Virgil, conducts 
the bold Ghibelline, Dante, who has told us in his last words, 

Lustrando superos et Phlegetonta, jpNi monarchim cecini.** 

If now we turn to consider the sacred symbols of this lady, we 
shall see them in such clear light, that even the most blind 
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understanding must be struck with them. Here are some. She 
comes in triumph with a numerous attendance of angels, into the 
terrestrial paradise, and she is saluted witli the Terse, 

“ Hosanna henedictus qui venis,” 

(the “filio David” being omitted,) which was chaunted before 
Christ when he made his triumphant entry into Jerusalem. She 
utters these words, “ Modicum et non videbitis me,” the very words 
of Christ. The angels sing to her, In te Domine speravi,” words 
addressed to Christ. She is compared, with several wiredrawn and 
farfetched i)arallelisms, to Christ on Mount Tabor, witli the three 
disciples, Peter, James, and John, and the two prophets, Moses 
and Elias. She is compared again to Christ raising the dead. She 
comes from cast to west on the emblematic chariot, an evident 
type of the Church, which came also from east to west. She is sur- 
rounded with all the saintly company before mentioned, the biblical 
books, the sacraments, the virtues, &c., all which things relate to 
Clirist and his religion. She is not only declared to be the Holy 
Trinity, but in particular is designated as the Second Person. This 
is the poet’s method of doing it. In order to make us comprehend 
that this allegorical form is a male l^lng figuratively transformed 
into a female, just as her opposite wasl, he gives her John for a 
forerunner, also changed into a woman. He tells us in the Vita 
Nuova how he saw two ladies approach, one preceding the other. 
Here are the words : ** The name of this lady, the first who came, 
was Giovanna ; and soon after her I saw, jis I looked, the admirable 
Reatrice draw nigh,” Her name Giovanna is from that John who 
went before the true light, saying, “ Ego vox clamantis in deserto.” 
Rut for what Lord was the way prepared here, unless it bo Beatrice, 
whom this Giovanna preceded ? Biscioni makes a judicious remark 
on this passage : ** Dante intends to allude particularly to the olfioe 
of the Bfiptist. We all know that St. John was the precursor of the 
Incarnate Word.” But if the precursor is represented with a 
change of sex, we ought to infer a similar change in the person who 
follows : so that Madonna Giovanna and Madonna Beatrice become 
the exact correspondents of the Holy Baptist and the Baptized 
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Divinity. JesuB Christ is called the Wisdom of God, and on this 
account Dante paints him as a woman : hut in the course of this 
painting, he introduces “Hosanna,” &c., and hy vjirious similitudes 
explains to us that it is the portrait of Christ, although he cannot 
expressly call it such. In the last analysis then it a])pears, that 
these two opposed women, set in direct contrast hy Dante, are the 
same he found in the Apocalypse, corrupt Babylon and New Jeru- 
salem. In these two figures, w'hich shadow forth, in personification, 
the ideiis of Good and Evil, two cities are represented to us with 
sexjarate political governments : on one side, Papal Home, with its 
bead and its government, — on the other. Imperial Rome, with its 
head and government ; the siime object, that is, under two aspects, 
and largely accompanied hy symbols, cljaracters, and indications, 
just like the two allegorical women in the Apocalypse. We find 
there, that in the famous Millennium, Christ in person will he the 
visible head of the New Jerusalem, and will unite In himself the 
two characters of Sujireme Ruler and Religious Head. Hence 
Imperial Rome, or New Jerusjilem, comiirehends all imaginable 
excellence ; because Christ will, in person, jiroduce there the two 
beatitudes ; first the e:irthly, and then the heavenly, imaged in the 
terrestrial and celestial Paradise. It is ejisy for any one to perceive 
who such a figurative Christ would be for the Ghihellines, and 
whom they would expect to hike u^ion him spiritual and temporal 
rule, for the purpose of redeeming the human race from the double 
slavery of Anti -Christ and l?atan, the perverters of the Empire and 
the Church. It is evident, therefore, for what reason the two 
characters are united in Beatrice, who constitutes the “aliqua 
substantia in qud Papa et Imperator habent reduci ad unum.** 
The very same expression is actually applied to a Roman Emperor 
in the poem, 

“ Una Sostanza, 

Sopra la qual doppio lume s*addua.” — Parad, vii. 

Throughout we have the same two opposite parties expressed in 
various figures ; Papal Rome and Imperial Rome ; or Babylon the 
unholy, with Anti Christ, and his wicked, anarchical, miserable 
people; and Jerusalem, with Christ, and his virtuous, peaceable 
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liappy people. Hence the denominationH of False City and True 
City ; City of Evil Living, and City of Holy Living ; or, more 
briefly, City of Death, and City of Life. These two opposites iigain, 
taken as persons, bcciime, in Dante's apociilyptic poem, Mcretrice 
and Beatrice, bccausd the Apocalypse liad represented them as two 
women. Hence two kinds of love, the bad and the good ; and two 
classes of lovers, the wicked paramours of impious Babylon, and the 
holy lovers of Bcatj-icc- Jerusalem. Also, as in the Apocalypse, 
Babylon is called the “ habitation of devils,” the receptacle of every 
unclean spirit ; and New Jerusalem is shown as the dwelling-place 
of angels, the abode of every pure spirit ; so, in the poem of Dante, 
these two cities, or ra])al and Imperial Home, became Hell, with a 
tri-uno Lucifer, and devils and damned spirits ; Paradise, with’ a 
tri-une God, and angels and blessed spirits. We have already seen 
how full of allusions to Papal Rome is the Inferno of Djinte ; we 
shall see, in its tuni, that there are at least as many in the Poradiso 
to Imperial Rome. 

Our readers liav(5 now a tolerable notion of the Pro- 
fessor’s mode of arf^iinent. It is impossible, we think, 
to deny the praise of gimt ingenuity to the passages we 
have just cited. The justice of some of his remai'ks is 
sufficiently obvious. That there is much allegoiy in the 
Divina Comodia no one can bo bardy enough to con- 
trovoi't, after the express assertion of tho poet himself : 

“0 voi ch’ avete gl* intelletti sani, 

Mirate la dottrina, che s’ asconde 
Sotto il vclame degli vorsi strani.” 

The only questions then are, What is the character of 
tho allegorical part ? and what is its extent ? Hero again 
the first of these questions seems to be answered by 
Dante himself. In his Epistle to Can Grande, he says, 
** Sciondum est quod istius opeiis (poematis sc.) non est 
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simplex sensus; immo did potest j^olyscnsurriy hoc ost, 
pliirium sensuum. Nam primus sensus est quod habetur 
per literam, alius est qui habetur per significata per 
literam. Et primus dicitur literalis, secunilus vero alle- 
goricus. Ilis visis manifestum est quod duplex oportet 
esse subjoctum cii*ca quod currant altorni sensus. Et 
ideo vidondura est do subjecto hujus oporis, prout ad 
literam accipitur; doiiido do subjecto, prout allogoiico 
sententiatur. Est ergo subjoctum totius, literabter tantum 
accepti, status animamm post mortem. Si vero accipiatui’ 
ox istis veibis, colligere potes, (^uod, secundum allegoricum 
sensum, poota agit do Infenio isto, in quo, peregrinando 
ut viatores, morori ot domoreri i^ossuinus. Si voro acci- 
piaturopus allegorice, subjoctum est homo, prout, merendo 
ot domorondo, per arbitrii libortatem, Justitiio promianti 
ot punionti obnoxius est.” Docs it not appear from this 
simple statement, that tho princii)al allogoiy in the 
Comedia is of a moral nature, representing the stmgglos 
of man with himself, tho wretched condition to which his 
viebs condemn him, tho glorious difficulties which attend 
his ascent upon tho mountain of virtue, and that pei^ect 
peace which, when tho good fight has been fought, awaits 
tho religious mind in tho enjoyment of unlimited love 
towards God and man ? Eossetti, however, who thinks a 
man cunning in dii’oct proportion to tho openness of his 
language, believes this very passage to bo written in 
gergo ! and to contain for adoj^ts a declaration that Italy 
and the Imperial court are the real subjects of tho poem. 
13 y this scheme of intorpretation anything may be made 
of anything: wo continue to adhere to the plain words 
of Dante, although we by no means contend that there 
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may Eot be several partial allegories of a political com- 
plexion scattered tbrongb the poem, as the “ Folysemum^' 
seems to intimate, and as Signor Bossetti’s book has, we 
confess, made* appear more probable to ns than before. 
The second question, What is the extent of allegory in 
Dante ? answers itself for those ^)osscssed of poetical 
feeling.* Moral and political ideas, howcviir they may 
have contributed to the fh’st foiination of tlio plan in 
Dante’s understanding, however much they may have 
strengthened his piu’pose, and animated his feelings 
towards the execution of it, yet would assuiodly not 
have been permitted to encroatih on the ground ah'oady 
consecrated to the free activity of his imagination, and 
the deep tenderness of Ids affections. D‘ Signor Bossetti 
were to wj ito a i)ocm, he would no doubt remind us, in 

* Lest the exclusion of Signor Rossetti from this number ^ould 
seem harsh to any reader of the,se remarks, wlio has not also read 
his book, we feel bound to mention an emendation of Petrarch pro- 
posed by that gentleman, which, we think, will set the matter 
beyond doubt. Having got some strange crotcLet into his tfead 
ahoqt “Luce** being a sticred word among the sectarians, he pro- 
poses to alter the well known line, 

“Ove il bel volto di Madonna luce, ” 

into Ov* d il bel volto di Madonna Luce ; literally, “where the 
pretty face of Mrs. Light is ! ’* After this specimen, it is useless 
to quote his obstinate preference of the prosaic and indeed ridi- 
culous reading, “porta i /on” in Dante’s noble description of 
the tempestuous wind. He tjikcs no sort of notice of the imitated 
passage in Ariosto, where we never heard of “ fieri ** having been 
suggested by any commentator. The alteration, “ Pap’ h Satan, 
Pap’ 6 Satan, Aleppe,** does violence to the language no less than to 
the poetry. Besides it was useless even for his own purpose. 
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every line, of some interior meaning, because that meaning 
would never be absent fi’om his thoughts. The poetry 
would be to him an insignificant mask, and to indulge 
any feeling for it, considered apart from its prosaic object, 
would bo in his opinion a ridiculous folly ! But widely 
different is the method of creative minds. Their vision 
roaches far, and embraces all objects within their horizon, 
without ever passing ove» those in their immediate 
neighbourhood. To every man, worthy the name of 2)oet, 
the first object is always the Beautiful. No allegory, 
however wis(j and prt)found, can distract him from it. 
Ho may study smih meanings as a diversion, a piece of 
by-play-; but they never interfere with the giund pui'poso 
to which his “spiritual agents are bent up.” They are 
limited then, not by sptjculations about the prospects 
of any party, Giielf or Ghifrclline, but by the poet’s own 
sense of harmonious fitness, that inwai^d testimony, which 
affords to creative intellects a support during thcii* work 
of thought, not very dissimilar from that which conscience 
supplies to all men in their work of life. 

If we have been compelled to enter our protest against 
the uncertainty and exclusiveness of the new theory, 
when applied to the writings of the “gi an padre Alighier,” 
we must express a still more decided aversion, when it 
would embrace the two others of the great Italian 
triumvirate. Petrarch, indeed, we are assured by our 
undaunted theorist, affords a far richer harvest of facts 
in corroboration of the new doctrine, than his great 
predecessor. These riches, however, like the rest of fho 
Professor’s wealth, are held out rather to feed our 
imagination with hopes for the future, than to satisfy us 
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in present coin. We have little doubt he may hereafter 
Tvrite a very pretty Comonto Analitico on the Canzoniere, 
but we have still less, that his arguments will prove utterly 
invalid and sophistical. At present he has given us no 
sort of evidence that Petrarch was a heretic, and a proper 
member of the supposed Setta. Uis language, indeed, 
against the Papal court, is even more vehement than that 
of Dante ; but its viiailence k unconcealed, and far from 
incompatible with the severest notions of orthodoxy. It 
should be remembered too, although Signor Rossetti 
would have us forget it, that, in ahnost every instance, 
these denunciations are uttered against the coui-t of 
Avignon, and that the word Pabylon, when applitnl to 
that coui’t, has a i)cculiar rcjferonce to th(5 Jewish eapti\ity. 
Par from being a proof of feelings inimical to the See of 
Borne, this tone of indignant complaint may be considered 
as fresh from the heart of a pious Italian Catholic. So 
little does Petrarch ajipear to have been judged lor these 
expressions by his own coiitemiH>rarios, as Signor Rossetti 
would now judge him, that the Uoly See actually forced 
its patronage upon him, and ho was considerfMl by the 
devout of that day as an eminent theologian. Yet his life 
was open to all. A fro(pieut guest in the j)alacos of the 
groat ; a commissioned defender of the? lights of senates ; 
a corrcsj)ondent of eminent men in church and state ; the 
friend of Colonna ; the advocate of Rienzi ; famous 
throughout Europe for clociucnco and learning, yet more 
than for the poetry which has raised him high among the 
immortals ; with so many eyes ui)on liim, and so many 
envious of his fortune, ho would have boon an easy victim, 
had ho dealt in the secret manoeuvres which Signor 
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Rossetti supposes. Wo cannot consider a vague story 
that Pope Innocent once suspected him of magic, as 
carrjnng any weight in the balance against the immunity 
and even favour, so far as he would accept it, which ho 
enjoyed under three successive pontiffs. Besides, a far 
more extensive alteration of (jn-ijo than that, which is 
represented to have taken place in tho time of Dante, 
would have been necossai^ to biing the sentiments of 
Petrarch into community with those of the Floroutino 
Fuorusciti of 1311. Tho politics of Italy undei’\^'eut, in 
tho fifty y(*ars tliat st^paraltnl tho death of Dante from 
that of his successor, a revolution of no slight moment. 
Tho Ghibelline princes of the North loosene<l or broke otf 
thoii' connection with tho Imperial coiu't. No one now 
droam('d of uiiivei’sal monarchy, vested in tho Ciesars, as 
a panacea for all political e^'ils. Least of till would 
Petrai’ch give in to siuh a cluniera, who considered all 
(lomians as “ bnital knaves,’’ • and whoso burst of pa- 
triotic indignation is so well known : 

“Ben i>rovide Njvtiira al nostro stiito, 

Quando do TAlpi sohernio 
Pose fra noi, c la Todt'sea mbhia.” 

At ono time, it is true, I'etrarcli, vith tho other 
“ magnaniuii poc-hi a cui il \m\ juact*,” entertained hopes 
from tho promised intervention of (^liarlcs IV. His 
hortatory epistlo to that sovereign, entitled, “ Do Pacifi- 
cand^ Italia,” is ono t)f his best Latin compositions. His 
iutoxTiew with him at Mantua, when, four yoai's after the 
date of that epistle, Cliarloa actually entered Italy, is 


Epist. sine tit. 15. 
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recorded in an eloquent letter. A passage in the reply of 
Charles to Petrarch, as quoted hy Do Sadc, affonls great 
cause of triumph to Poss(*tti. ‘ ‘ Eii voyant taut d’ obstacles, 
et si peu de forces, nion esprit auroit hesite, si TAmour, co 
puissant mobile des eamrs, ne les avoit fait dis])ar()itre. 
L’ Amour s'est assis sur mon char avec moi, en mo pre- 
sentaht des triomjdicjs, des couroniies, ot uiio place panrii 
les astres.” He quotes, inpiilustrutioii of this, some 
sonnets and canzones, in which f)bscui‘(» historical allusions 
occur, amongst otht;rs tin? famous “O aspdtata in ciel 
beata c bolla Aiiima,’’ addre.ss(*d, as is commonly said, to 
Jacopo Colonna, bishop of Tiombes, Pdrarch’s intimate 
friend, but, according to liossdti, who takes not the 
slightest notice of the rec(iiv(*d oj)inion, stMTctly di'signed 
for the Pontiff of the Setta d'Ainore, II r(‘sts much on 
the concluding lines, “cbo non jjur sotfv Undt ^Vlberga 
Amor, per cui si pi ague e ride.” 

But, leaving this trifling guesswork, let us turn to 
anotlier point, — the i)assion for Laura. We are well 
content to let the whole question ])e d(?cidod by the 
judgment which any candid man would pronounce? on this 
I)art of it. Not only, according to Bossetti, laiuia never 
existed; but Petrarch’s giief for her death is not meant 

* Is it not reasonable to suppose that “Amour,” in this place, 
is used only in its general sense of benevolence ? But if a more 
recondite meaning is required, we may plauHil)ly conjecture that an 
allusion was intended to Petrarch, jts a poet of Love. By that time 
his Italian verses were as much known, thougli perhaps hardly as 
much admired, as his Latin compasitions. * ‘ Favola fd gran temiK). ” 
And he expressly tells us that, in his interview with Charles at 
Mantua, he found that prince acquainted with the minutest circum- 
stances of his life. 
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to bo gfi iof ; it is, on tho contraiy, a higb state of inward 
exultation, emidoying — Heaven knows why or wherefore 
—an exterior language of seeming coin])laint ! Now by 
this our ])atitmce is well nigh exhaustt'd. We have home 
much from 8ignf)r Rossetti, but we consider tliis as an 
outrage ujioii coiiimon sense. Others have doubt^ the 
existence of Laura ; but no one, however dead to poetry, 
or inattentive to facts, over di*eamed of suspecting a j^^yful 
intention in the molanchol}' strains of th(.* second half of 
tho Oair/oniere. h\)r our own parts, wo agree with 
Ginguone, that in the present state of the question, a man 
must be an iuiinodfjrate sc(‘ptic, who can refuse to admit 
tho personality of Laura as an histoncal fact. If ever 
passion was real, w(? believe that was. It bears <'very 
character and note of truth, It was peculiar, certainly ; 
some peculiariti(vs attach to it as in(‘id(*nts of tlie time, 
and of these we shall ]>resently speak more at largi'; smne, 
again, which ai'ose from the character of the' man. lint if 
Love and Gri(*f ever s})oke by a human voi(*e, they 
murmur(*d on tln^ banks of Sorgji, ami in the “vie aspro 
o solvaggo ” to whi<*h their devoted victim fled. Tho 
ovidonco for this dix's not rest on tht^ ]) 0 (ans alone, 
although, to any mind, undc'baxiclual by the jiUfgon of a 
system, these must cany the fulh'st convic‘tion. Wo know 
more of tho habits, thoughts, and ])assions of Petrarch, 
than is our foiiunc wiili almost any other eminent man of 
modern times. His l(*tt<Ts are a faitliful and porjx'tual 
record of what h«^ fedt and did. Even his pliilosophical 
works are rich with tho history of liis own heart. Ho is 
too vain, too dei)endent on tho atfection of others, not to 
commit to wiiting tho minutest turns in that troubled 
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stream of passion, which hurried him onward from place 
to place, from one pmsiiit to anothcir, imtil ho found at 
last in the grave that de^red re 2 )Oso, which niithor tho 
solitudes of Yauclusc and Arqua, nor tho princely halls of 
the Yisconti, had h(‘cn ahlo to bestow. Uow any one 
can toad those numerous passag(»s in his j)rivato corre- 
spondence, in which Ik? sjM'aks of Laura, without heeling 
tho impossibilit}' of his passion having been a ])olitical 
allegoiy, wo caniud at pn‘S(‘nt understand. Perhaps 
Signor Eossotti’ * future writings may give us some idea of 
it. Let liim exert his abilitif‘s to discover tho latent r/cn/o 
in such accents as these : “ llie day may* ijorhaps come” 
— it is I^etrarch speaking to one of his intimate fn(*nds — 
“when I shall have calmness enough to contemplate all 
the miseiy of my soul, to examine my passion, not liowevcr 
that I may continue to love her, but that I may love Thoo 
alone, O my God ! Ihit at this day, how many dangers 
have I still to siumount, how many elforts liavo I yet to 
make ! I no longer love as I did love, but still I love. I 
love in spite of myself, but 1 love in lamentations and 
tears. I ■will hate her — no — 1 must still love her.” Lot 

• I use the eloquent tninslation given by the author of Jacopo 
Ortis, in tin excelient Eswiys on Putrarcli. Tlie folloM'ing jaussago, 
which FohcoIo has quoted from a AIS. sermon of a Dominiciin friar, 
must }je rather embarrfisrfing to Signor Rossetti : “ Ma ])ur Mf^sscr 
Francesco Petrarca, che e oggi vivo, ebU; un’ amantc spiritualo 
ap2)elhita Laura : por6, ])oich5 ella mori, gf 0 state ])iii fedoie die 
mai, e a li dal^a tuntafama, che e la sum] ire nominatfi, enou morirA 
mai. E queHt>f> e quanto ul corpo. Po' li ha fatto tiiiite liinosine, 
e fatte dire Unte Messc c Oratioiii con tanta devotiorie, cho s’ ella 
fosse la pid cattiva femina del mondo I’avrebbe tratta dalle muni del 
Diavolo, benche si ruxotiai die la morl jiur sautu.” 
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the Pi’ofessor tell U8 how ho iraaj^es real love woTild 
speak ill such circumstances, and whether it could hoiTOW 
a more pathetic touo than thi|j, or than wi^ h(‘ar in the 
dialogues with St. Augustin, which are entitled, “De 
socroto coullictu ciu-anini nicaiiim.’^ 

The I'rofossor’s ])romisos respecting Boccaccio are, as 
usual, iiioro ahundant than his perldnuances. Yet there 
is* some curious matter on this subjt*ct. The *‘Yita di 
Dante is claimed for the all-absorhing ; by which 
the additional advantage is gained of b(jing enabled to 
reject its biograi)hical authority : the J^’ilocolo contains, 
wo are informed, “ all the degrees, all the j>roccH*dings of 
tho ancient sect, and relates in detail all its j)nncipal 
vicissitudes, esjjeciallj" that change of language, rendered 
necessary by imminent dang<*rs. It is a hiei'oglyphical 
comment on the (Viniedia, and a comjainion to tho Vita 
Nuova.'’ "NVe liave not room t<i giv<^ tlie long and intricate 
explanation of it, which our readers will find in tin* chapter 
“ rdlegrinaggi Alh-goiica,'’ one of the most enteztaining 
in the book. But the Decameron itself is not secure li’om 
this lovolliiig theory. “ Ogui ininiim) raceouto e mistoro, 
0 spesso ogni minima frase e gi'rgo : laseivii' nella faccia 
estenia, ina ludl’ intorm* greiubo assai peggio.*’ Certainly, 
if this statement were eorroct, it might foim tho subject 
of a pretty problem, wlietber it were more perilous to 
understand tho see.ret nuMiuiiig of tlie Jlecameron, or to 
remain satisfunl with tin • letter. A t li ei sm within , impurity 
without! oiu* moi’iils ui’o s:ully in danger either way. 
Olio thing at h*ast is certain, that tln> grace and delicacy 
of those exquisite sttuios will bo materially injui'od by a 
theory which turns them all into masonic text books. 
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l*orhaps Signor Rossetti will inform us in his next edition, 
whether the gi’cat plague itself was a stratagem of the 
secret society. Laura diej not die of it ; Noihlo and her 
blithe companions did not fly from its terrors ; why should 
anybody be supposed to hav(j suffered, when the easy 
alternative is loft us of explaining all extant accounts into 
convenient ? 

Wo trust wo have not expressed ourselves with any 
disrespect towards Signor Rossetti, w’hose talent and 
industry w'e freely acknowhidge, and from whoso fui-ther 
researches we cxjxH't much amusement and some benefit. 
Whatever becomes of this theory, much curious matter 
will bo set before us in the courscj of its development. 
His example will induce others to study the gi’cat master, 
“U Maggior Tosco,” and to study him with th(^ aid of 
those best of commentators, the (•ontf'mjKuai’y W'ritors. 
The enthusiastic ardoui*, which he shows in defence of Ids 
favourite idea, will be a])i)rociatc*d by the candid and 
sincere, even whilo their cooler judgment may force tliera 
to reject Ids conclusions. Tf indeed half, or one-thii’d of 
his abundant promises should over be confirmed by future 
performances, it might become lathor a diflicult matter to 
make that resistance good. Rut the learned li’ofessor 
must pardon us, if wo retain our seejiticism until ho has 
adduced his proofs. We will yield to facts, but not to 
conjectures. At present he has given us no more ; a heap 
of odd coincidences, and bewildering dilemmas, but 
certainly not enough to establish on a solid foundation 
tho brilliant fabric ho wisht^s to erect. There are two 
fatal errors in tho Professor’s mode of reasoning. He 
sees his theory in everything ; and ho will see no more in 
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anythin*'. Now, woro ho to ostahlish to our full con- 
viction tho princij)al jinint of liis ar^niunit, niuncly, that 
a S(ict did (^xist such as ho has dos^ribod it, and that 
tho groat liniiinarii's of niodoiii civilisation woro active 
inonibt'rs of that soot, it would by no moans follow so 
easily as Iuj st'onis to iniagiiio. that they novor woro 
guided by any other motive, and mwor UM‘d the hing\iago 
of love or of i’(‘ligioii in their sini]>lo accoi»tatioii. 
Nothuig a])])oars so absurd to him as that a number of 
learned men sliould sjM'iid their loisuit* in o(»ni]»o>ing h)VO 
poems. Out of jam* kindness to tht'ir momorit*s, ho 
brings various instances of what ho considers their 
iionsoiiso and ridiculous oxaggoratiini'', ami asks, with a 
fine air of indignation, how wo can refuse to admit 
a thc(»ry, which elicits reason from that nonsense, and 
pan^s dowrn those exaggiwations to a level of orilinary 
understanding? Unfortunately there are some people 
still in tho world, (we d<» not sn]>i>oso we stand alom\) 
who aro im*lin(»d to jn-efer th»> noiistaiso of I’t'trarih to 
tho reason of llossetti. The p»M'ms, wIiom' littaal senso 
ho assures us is'so unintelligible and ])re})oslt‘rous, have 
contrived, by no other sense, to eharni tla' minds of many 
successive gonorations. l\»r our own ]iai t, we eonfess, so 
fur from stMung anything iiK'xplicable in the fact, tliat the 
rostu'giait litoraluro of Uurt>i>t^ l>oro a pt'onliar amatory 
character, wo should consider the abst'iice of that character 
a circunistanco far more iinaccountublo. Not to insist on 
tho Teutonic and Arabian ehnuents of that civilisation, 
which boro its lirst and lavish liarvost on tho holds of 
Provence, sutricient causes may bo ibund in tho change 
of maimers occasioned by Christianity, to oxiilaiu the 


T 
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increased respect for the female character, which tempered 
passion with reverence, and lent an ideal colour to the 
daily realities of life. AVhilo women were degratled 
from their natural position in society, it could not ho 
expected that the passions which i tjgard them should ho 
in high esteem among moralists, or should he considered 
capable of any philoso])hical api)lication. The sages of 
the ancient world desj)ised* love as a weakness. Calm 
reason, energetic will — those alone could make a man 
sovereign over himself; the softer ftiolings were fit only to 
make slaves. And they, who thought so, thought well. 
The Stoic Karopdia^ia^ Was, in those circumstances, the 
noblest object of human cndeavoius. To it wo owo the 
example of Rome among nations; of Regulus and Cato 
among indi\iduals. But with Cluistianity came a new 
ora. Human nature was to undergo a dilferent d(*velop- 
ment. A Christendom \vus to succeed an em])iro; and 
the pi’oud auroEpiccia of male virtues was to he tempered 

♦ Plato, it is well kno^Ti, inculcatiid the cxpedioncy of personal 
attachment as an incentive to virtue. He .seems to have seen clearly 
the impossibility of governing man otherwi.se' than through his 
affections; and the necessity of eialMjdying our conceptions of licauty 
and goodness in some object worthy of h)ve. Put Plato had little 
influence on social manners. Many admired his eloquence, and 
many puzzled themselves with bi.s irietaphyHic.s ; but the i)eculiaritie8 
of his ethiciil system were not apjircciated by the two great nations 
of antiquity. His kingdom wjw not of that world. It l)egan only 
when the stone was rolled away from the sepulchre, and tiie veil of 
the temple was rent in twain. Plutonism became the luitiiral ally 
of Christianity. Not unjustly did the Old Fatliors^ ooiisidcr him 
a ** vox clamantis in deserto ; ** an Elias of the faith to come. In 
the fame B]}irit Mr. Coleridge has said, ** he is a plank from the 
wreck of Paradise cast on the shores of idolatrous Greece.” 
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with feminine softness. Women w(‘rc no longer obliged 
to step out of the boundaries of their sex, — to become 
Portias and Arrias, in order to conciliate the admiration 
of tlie wist'. Tlu'y appeared in their natural guist', simple 
and dignified, As one intended first, not after made 
Occasionally.” This great alteration of social manners 
produced a coiTesponding change in the lontj of mt^rality. 
The Chui'ch too did its utmost for the ladies. The 
calendar swelled as fast from one st'x as from th<‘ other. 
Cliildi’en were taught to look for models of heroism, md, 
as heretofore, in the apathtdic sublimity of suicidal 
patriots, but in the virgin martyrs whose bimiings and 
dislocations constitute the most iiit('resting portion of 
legendary biography. The wor>hip of tin? Viigin soon 
accustomed Catholic minds to cout(*mplat(^ })erfectioii in 
a fouiah' form. And what is that worship. itself, but the 
exponent of a restless longing in man's unsatisfied soul, 
which must (*ver find a personal sliap«*. wliereiu to t'lubody 
his moral idi'as, and will choos(' for that sha]H', where he 
can, a nature not too remote fnnn his own, but ivsembliug 
in dissiinililud(', and llattc'ring ut (mc«' his vanity by the 
likeness, ami his pride by tlie diliereiiee r 

This ()])ens u]K)n us an ampler view in which this sub- 
ject deseiTCH to be considered, and a relation still more 
dii’oct and clos(< betw'(*eii the rhristiaii religion and the 
passion of love. What is the distinguishing character of 
Hebrew literature, which^eparates it by so broad a line 
of domurcatiou from tliut «)1* evt'ry ancient people ? * 

* It would 1)0 a prize of inc'siimahli' value to a i) 1 iilosoplK!r, if we 
possesaetl any monument of the veliuion of the aucienis. Their 
mythology we know. Their philoeoiihy we know. But of their 



276 


REMARKS ON PROFESSOR ROSSETTI’S 


Undoubtedly the sentiment of erotic devotion, which per- 
rados it. Their poets never represent the T)tdty, as an 
impassive priiioijde, a mere orp^anisiii" intellect, removed 
at infinite distance from hiinian ho})es and fears. Ho 
is for them a boinf^ of like ]iassi()ns with llmnsclves, 
requiriiif^ In'art for heart, and ca]>able of inspiring alleo- 
tion becauhO capable of fetding and r('tiiniing it. Awful 
indeed are th(' thunders of his uttoraneo and the ehmds 
that surround liis dw(*lling-]»lac(‘ ; veiy terrible is the 
vengeance Ikj executes on the nations that forg(‘t him ; 
but to his chosen i^jople, and (‘S])ecially to tin* men “ after 
his ovui heart,” whom ho anoints from the midst of them, 
his “ still, small voice ” speaks in s)inj)athy and loving 
kindness.* Eveiy llebiew', while his breast glowed T^ith 

religion we arc entirely i^noniiit. Tlio cla«» nf heli overs at Romo 
or Athens was not the class rif aut Ian's. Tin* n-vorential Theism of 
Plato and (Jicero was a soiilimeiit much fninlrT tlian tluit which 
must have agitated a true heliiWtT in the gohh>n-hain*d Apollo, or 
the trident-shaking ruler of stormy sras. Tin* n'cljjses of frls and 
Cyhele must have felt many (»f the s-amc ]»nssions, mImcIi ruffle the 
indifferent calm of a m<Kleri) con vent. What a ]>ity that \^e cannot 
comjs'ire the forms assumed hy the feelings of those idolatrous 
Polytheists, with those ]>rescnted in the juesent day hy Roman 
Catholic pc^jiulatioTis ! \Vc might find, js’i-haps, the same prayer 
breathed before a crucifix, which liad b.en uttered, ages l>cfore, 
beside the soliUiry fire of Vesta ; the same d«mht started, the* wime 
struggles made, the twiratj nohle extntvagance of human self-devotion, 
the same «id declension of human frailty ! 

* Need we recall to our readers the solemn prelude of the Mosaic 
Law, the First and Great Commanduient, ;ih it was termed hy One, 
who came to destroy in one sense, hut in aiifdlier to fulfil and establish 
that Law? ** Hear, 0 Isriicl, the Lord thy God is One (iod. And 
thou shalt love the Lord thy God, wit/i all thy hearty arid with all 
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patriotic oiithusiasm at those promises, which ho shared 
us ono of the favoui’od race, had a yet deoi)cr soiu’ce of 
emotion, fi*om which gushed poi’potually the aspirations 
of prayer and thanksgiving. He might consider himself 
alone in the presence of his God; the single being to 
whom a great revelation had been made, and over whose 
head an “exceeding weight of gloiy was suspended. 
His personal welfare was infinitely concorntHl with “vory 
evonti that ha<l taktm ]dace in the miraculous order of 
Ihovidence. h'or liim the rocks of Uorob had trembled, 
and the wati‘rs tif the Bed Sea were }>artod in llu'ir 
couivse. The word given on Sinai with such soh'mn pomp 
of ministration was given to his (iwn individual soul, and 
brought liim into immediate communion with his ("reator. 
That awful lk‘ing could never be put away IVom him. 
lie was about Ins path, and about his bed, and kiu'w all 
his thoughts long before. Yt)t this tremendous, enclosing 
prescuco was a jireseaice of love. It was a manifold, 
evorlasting manifi'statiou of one deep feeling — a desii-e 
for human affijctioii. JSuch a belief, wliib' it enlisted even 
pride and self-iut<»rest on the side of ]dety, had a dii-ect 
tendency to excite the best passions of our nature. Love 
is not long asked in vain £i*om generous dispositions. A 

thy soul, and vnth all thy atrenythy Those wonls h.ave luadc the 
destiny of the world. S])oken, ns they wore, to a bai-bsirous horde 
in an nge before the first davsTi of Qr»)cian intellect, yet fniught with 
a power over the heart of man l»oyoiwi the utmost retush of Grecian 
philosophy, they may bo coiisideroil ns the gretitest of miracles, or, 
to fliteak more wisely, na the Itost w.'Ujifi‘station of that Natural 
Order, in which the moral, uo lesa than the material elements are 
regulated and maintained. 
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Being, never absent, but standing beside the life of each 
man with ever watchful tenderness, and recognised, 
though invisible, in every blessing that bofol thorn from 
youth to ago, became naturally the object of their 
wannest affections. Their belief in him could not exist 
without producing, as a necessary effect, that j)rofound 
impression of i)assionat(i individual attachnunit, which in 
the Hebrew autluirs alwaj’s mingh's with and vivifies 
their faith in tho Invisible. All the books f>f tho Old 
Testament are breathed u])oii by this breath of life. 
Especially is it to bo found in that beautiful collection, 
entitled tho Psalms of David, wdiicli remains, after some 
thousand years, perhaps tluj most ]'erfect form, in which 
the religious sentiimmt of man has b(‘en embodied. 

But what is true of Judaism is yet nioro true of Cln'is- 
tianitj", inairo pulchra filia jadclirior.” In addition to 
all th(i characters of Ihduew’ ^ronothoism, there exists in 
the doctrino of tin' C’ross a ])<tculiar and inexhuustibhi 
treasure for tho affectioinite feelings. Tho idea of tho 
eeapdpwnos, tho God whos(» goings forth liave been from 
everlasting, yet visible to men for tlnur retlem})titm as an 
earthly, tempoml creature, living, acting, and suifering 
among themselves, then (which is yet more im])ortant) 
transferring to tho luisoon i)laco of his sjiiritual agency 
tho same humanity ho woro du earth, so that tho lapse 
of generations can in no way affijct th(3 concoi>tion of his 
identity; this is tho mo.st pow’(a’ful thought that ever 
axldrcssod itself to a human imagination. It is the vov 
trruj which alone was wanted to move tho world. Here 
vras solved at once tho great problem which so long had 
distressed the teachers of mankind^ how to moke virtue 
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the object of passion,* and to secure at once the warmest 
enthusiasm in the heart with the clearest perception 

• It is a thought for meditation, not for wonder, that the 
same principle which worked out the exaltation of human virtue 
into a holineHsi, of which ancient limes had no model, MTOught 
likewise a development of human crime, equally unknown to 
antiquity. The life of Fenelon wjis contt‘mporanoous with the 
rovocalioii of the Edict of Nantes. In human things pain ever 
borders upon pleasure, evil ui)on gowl, and the source of one is 
often the source of the other. The destiny of the race must be 
iiccomplished in no oth(>r manner than the destiny of individuals, to 
whom good never conies unmixed. Suilicient for us, if that good 
]>redominate ; if tin* progn-ss of the .species, as uell iis of the 
intlividual, be to>\ard.s the Higher and the Belter ! Let us not 
with the fanatical EncycloiKjdists see nothing in the Priiu’c of Peace, 
hut the flw'ord whieh he sent ui»on the earth. But let us not, on 
the other side, with some incousidenite apologi.st>< of Revelation, he 
content viith the flimsy answer, thiij to ascribe the .spread of 
intolerance to the sjirejul of religion is to c<»nfounJ use with abuse, 
proximity with causation. No sueh confusion is made. The 
question 'is not, whether some pn*cepts of the (Christian legislator 
are not «lirectly contniveiied by acts of flmaticiil (‘ppression. On 
tliis no doubt can cxi.st. But the true question is, whether there 
are n<»t i)rinciple8 in human nature, which rend»*r a system of 
Monotheism, esiiecially sindi a Monotlieism as the Christian, a 
source of unavoidable persecution. It seems t^> u.s that this question 
must be answ'crcd in the attirnintive. That mighty novelty, the 
love of God, which we have tnieed in iU beneficial effects on all the 
virtues, hiul yet a separate tendency to enfeeble some which regard 
our fellow being.s. That love, if jwliuitted at all, was by its nature 
Exclusive and absorbing. object wius the llighe4( the Only 
Reality : it required the whole heart ; it took the heart from its 
home on earth, to pillow it u^Min the clouds of Heaven. The 
charities of father, husband, ivnd child, were invigorated by it only 
80 far as the objects of these happened to coincide with wliat was 
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of right and wrong in the understanding. Tho character 
of the blessed Founder of our faith became an abstract 

considered a far liiglier aim. Even then, though the act might not 
differ, the motive did. Love to God, said the eloquent preachers, 
is as the gravitation of the planets to their sun : let it once cease to 
actuate the creature, and lie falls into erroneous disoidcr. It must 
he the Bole„ or at least the jirincipal motive of every thought, and 
word, and deed. Rut motives unexcrcised become naturally feeble. 
Those who would love their ncighl)our only for the love of God, if 
they ol)eyed this difficult precept, came to love their neighbour not 
at all. Rut yet more, where these duties appeared contrary, w'as 
the overruling character of the nev/ element perceived. To sacrifice 
the dearest affections to Christ was the most sacred of obligations ; 
and while in some instances this was done with a bleeding heart, 
otlicra })orhaps may have made the discovery, that a more easy 
gratification of s(‘nsibility w'jis to he found in devotion, than in the 
practice of an ordinary, hut laborious virtue. Again, with love 
came jealousy. The Heathens hjwl no religious wars ; for it hurt 
no man that different deities should be worshiiq^ed with different 
rites. Rut, under the rule of One, rivality of worship wtis an 
insult to he avenged in blood. And Conscience applauded the 
promptings of Pride. For what were the sufferings of a finite 
creature, in comparison with injury done to the Most High 
Heretics were humed for the pure and simple love of God : for it 
was a worthier thing by all the difference between infinite and 
finite, to do pleasure to Him, tlian to spare pain to a mortal. 
Besides, the flames that consumed the body might save the soul ; 
and what were the pangs of a few minutes weighed with the bliss 
of an immortality ! At all events, they would save the souls of 
others, hy preventing the further diffusion of heretical venom. What 
therefore tMI love of God imperatively urged, and the love of marf 
did not restrain, was a most palpable duty. We have traced with 
fidelity the dark lines of this picture. Let it teach us charity to 
our ancestors, humility for ourselves. The Reformation made an 
end of intolerant principles. Luther, who wished to monopolise, 
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of morality to dotomiino the judgment, while at the samd 
time it romainod personal, and liable to love. The written 
word and established chui'ch prevented a degeneration 
into ungovemed mysticism, but the predominant ijrinciido 
of vital religion always remained that of s()lf-sacrifice to 
the Sa\dom\ Not only the higher divisions of moral 
duties, but the siniph), primary imi)ulso8 of b(movolenco, 
were subordinated to this new absorbing passion. The 
world was loved “in Christ alone.” The brcthi'cn wore 
members of his mystical body. All the other bonds that 
had fastened dovoi the S 2 )iiit of the Univci'so to our 
nan^ow round of earth, wore as nothing in comparison 
to this golden chain of suffering and solf-saciifice, which 
at onc(i rivotod tho hoiu*t of man to one, who, like 
himself, was acquainted with giief. Pain is tho deepest 
thing we have in our nature, and union through pain has 
always seemed moro real and more holy than any other. 
It is easy to perceive how these hleas reign in the eaily 
Cliristian books, and how they continued to develoj) and 
strengthen themselves in tho rising institutions of the 
Church. Tho monastic s])irit was tho principal emana- 
tion from them ; * but the same influence, tliough less 

destroyed tlicra. A Protestiuit, uncertain liimself of the truth, may 
check his impulse to punish a fellow creature who has a different 
idea of it. But it is only perhajw by an illogical humanity, that 
a Roman Catholic, believing in an infiillihle criterion of faith, apart 
from which none meet salvation, can resist, at the present day, 
those conclusions which armed St. Pomiuic against the peace of 
human society. 

• Especially as seen in its effects upon women. The Spouses of 
Christ were not so in metaphor alone. Often they literally fell in 
Iwe with the object of their worship. Voluntarily immured from 
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apparent, was busily circulating through the organisation 
of social life.* Who can road the eloquent compositions 

the sources of domestic affection, their hearts opened with glad 
surprise to a new and unsuspected substitute. Tlic sexual com- 
plexion which distinguishes the writings of the female mystics, 
might lead us to hazard a conjecture, that the adoration of the 
Virgin arose, in the minds of the other sex, as a natural counter- 
poisd in feeling to this passionate adoration of the Redeemer. It 
might be curious, in this point of view, to compare the writings 
of St. BeiTiard with those of Sta. Teresa on one side, and with the 
Platonic love-poems on the other. 

* Pascal, the most successful of those reasoners w'ho have 
attempted to estfiblish the divine origin of Christianity on its 
conformity to the human chai’acter, endeavoured, with almost 
unexampled heroism, to set his conduct in exact acconhmee with 
his iirinciples. Ills constant struggle, therefore, was to hate 
himself, and to do good from no motive of affection towards his 
neighbour. Go<l, he thought, was the only end of a rational 
creature ; all other aims were abominable, because contrary to 
lilturo. Consistently with these opinions, he sought to detach his 
friends and relations from himself. “Je ne suis la fin de per- 
sonne,” he wonld say, “il est injuste qu’on s’attache A moi.” A 
society established on such grounds appeared to him the ideal 
commonwealth, to which man ought to tend, and, in jiroportion to 
his attainment of which, his happiness would increase. It wonld 
be, in short, heaven ; and, it must be confessed, nothing could be 
more unlike earth. In considering tjie life of this extraordinary 
man, we should not forget that since his accident at the Pont de 
Neuilly, he was subject to perpetual delusions of sight. Always, 
whether he sat or walked, he saw, yawning at his side, the gulf 
from which he had escaped. From a brain so overwrought, an 
imagination so constantly and gloomily excited, one would hardly 
expect a strong development of intellect. Yet in that time, and no 
other, he produced the Pensdes and the Lettres Frovinciales. Well 
might he exclaim, ** Quelle chimdre que Phomme !’* Is it to mock 
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of Augustin, without being struck by their complexion 
of ardent passion, tempered, indeed, and supported by 
the utmost keenness of intellect? At a lat(3r period in 
Church history, when religion began to languish under 
the pomi)C)us conniptions of the Eomish schoolmen, a 
refiige was afforded it by those writers dohominatod 
Mystics, who seem to have prepared the gcnond. Eefoima- 
tion, which they wanted com*ago to accomplish. 

Their works are now generally nc^glected, although 
remarkable for muc^h cuiious observation of the turns 
and couiscs of feeding. One of them, however, the 
celebrated Imitation of (^ist, by Thomas a Kemj)is, 
has osca])od the late of the rest; and a peiusal of it 
will bo sufficient to convince us that the influence of 
Christianity, in (d(5vating the idea of love to the position 
it occuiiied at the dawn of oiu* now civilisation, was not 
merely indirect or collatei’jil. A passion from which 
religion had condescended to borrow her most solemi| 
phi’ases, her 8u])limost hopes, and her most inystonous 
modes of operation, could not fail of accxuiring new 

as that reason and frenzy go hand in hand ; sentiments tlic most 
glorious, with consequences the most fatfil ? Consider the life of 
Luther. Is it intelligible excei)t on the suiiposition of frequent 
insanity ? Yet to what heights of mind did Luther reach I Who 
has agitated so powerfully the intellects of gcmcrations beyond him I 
*^Av€v flams,’* said Plato, “owSety vonirtis." The experience of 
more than two thousand years since his day, might almost warrant 
an enlargement of that ajihorism into a paradox, which perhaps, 
according to P. Schlegel’s definition of pfiradoxe^ may he only a 
♦‘startling truth that without madness none have been truly 
great. Sober judgments achieve no victories ; they are the pioneers 
of conquering minds. 
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dignity in the eyes of Catholic Chiistians. It was to he 
ex2)ected that in this, as in all things, the Visible would 
vindicate its lights, and the sentiments whose origin was 
in the constitution of earthly nature, would lay hold on 
an earthly object as them natural iiossossion.* 

* Will it be considered serious trifliiij;, if, in illustration of the 
argument in the text, we compare the expression of religious 
feeling in the mouth of Pascal, “Mon jlme nc peut souffrir tout 
ce qui n’est jjius Bieu,” with the expression of natural love, pre- 
cisely similar, and perhaps borrowed, w'hich Voltoire has given to 
Amenai'dc, *‘Et je ne puis souflfrir cc qui n’est pas Tancr5de?’* 
The age of Louis XTV. might confirm our argument by many more 
irai>ortjmt examijlcs. Catholicism was then in an attitude of 
defence. The trumpets of Luther and Calvin had sent alarm 
through the fortress ; the w'arders were at their posts, and every 
resource of w'arfare was in retidiness. We can judge well, there- 
fore, of the genius of the place. We will but allude to the 
celebrated conti'oversy on “pur Amour;’* but we cannot resist 
an inclination to quote a passsiige from Bossuet, because he was on 
lliat occasion^ as everybody knows, a rigid opponent of mysticism, 
and his authority is therefore the more valuable. “ La s’entendrait 
la demiere consolation de rAmour Biviii, dans un endroit de lAme 
si profond et si retird, que les sens n’en soup^ounent ricn, tant il 
est dloignd de leur region : mais pour s’expliquer sur cette matiere 
il faudniit uii langage quo le mondc n’entendrait ijas.” 

But the effect, although not immediate, of the Protestant Re- 
formation, wjis to binish these expressions from the ordintuy 
language of theology, and to change the tone of religious opinion 
hardly less in Catholic than in Reformed States. In the latter, 
during the course of last century, religion began to assume the 
sispect of what may be called Revealed Deism. In their joy at 
discarding superstition for a more rational creed, men forgot that 
they were substituting a weaker motive for a stronger. They 
tried to satisfy jihilosophers at the expense of their kind. Their 
Christianity might be very simple and rational| but it had no 
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J3ut wo cannot anticipate that Signor Eossotti will bo 
brought to acknowhiilge this socondaiy influence of Chris- 
tianity, since it is ovitlont he ascribes little historical 
importance to its immediate operations. We cannot 
understand tln^ I'easonabhiiiess of a tliooiy, which repre- 
sents religious feciling as less efficient in tho middle ages 
than wo find it at present. According to all analogj’^ one 
might conjecture, d priori, that a literature, ■s\diic;h was 
the outgi’owth of Cliristian civilisation, would in its 
first b(^ginnings be full and numing over with abundant 
inanifestations of its oiigiii. When tho Christian feelings 
and thoughts, long familiar to men’s inward bosoms, 
but, in tho absoiioo of litoratui'C, incapablo of ponnanont 
expression, first discovered those arts of imagination, 
which are tho natuial, ai>])()mted exponents of our 
deeper emotions, should wo not expect a voice of many 
songs would iiuinediately break forth, announcing in joy 

revolutionary power on the heart. It was not the Cln-istianity 
which clijuigeil the aspect of the world. Tt was tho same misfciko 
in religion wliich is committed in ethics by those exaggemted 
Utilitarijuis, wlio would substitute utility sis a motive of action for 
those primary aims implanted in us by the wisdom of nature. But 
among the English sectarians, and those of the Established Clergy 
who are denominated Low Church, some of the old s])irit remained. 
Two energetic lines of our Calvinistic i)oet indicate, to an attentive 
reader, the great secondary cause to which we owe the original 
triumph of Christianity : 

“Talk of morality ! Thou bl(*cdmg Lamb, 

The true morality is love to thee.'* 

In the same spirit, hundreds of years before, Augustin had summed 
up his ethical system in one sublime sentence, “Beatus qui Te 
am et amicum in Te, et iuimicum propter Te ! ” 
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and power the rise of a new world from that barbaiic 
chaos into which the old had boon resolved ? Genius 
ever nourishes itself with Eeligion. A new spiritual 
truth is a pearl of gi^iat price to a soul gifted with 
spiritual i>owor. It is the business of the Pcet to number, 
and measure, and note down evoiy foim and fleeting 
appearance of human feeling. Gladly, and with an 
earnest thankfulness, ho per(;eives any now chamber of 
the hcai't : but with what gratikide, with what exulta- 
tion, with what bewilderment at th(jso new effluences of 
celestial knowledge, must not the Poet have apiu’oached 
for the first time that sacred ark, in which the treasures 
of the Gospel had been safely borne thiough the diluvial 
times of Noi’them domination ? And in the pomp of 
Catholic superstition, the slow and solemn chaunts, the 
white-robed processions, the incense, and the (5cnsers, 
and the golden baldacchins, with ever-burning lights, and 
images, and pictures, in whose rude forms a pi’()i)hotic 
eye might oven then discern the future arts of Eaflaelle 
and Michelangiolo, “Like tho man’s thought, hid in the 
infant’s brain ; ” in this ceremonial woiship, so framed to 
attach the imagination and tho senses, was there nothing 
to make a i)oet pause and adore ? The Beautiful was 
everywhere around men, w^aiting, and, as it were, calling 
for their love. Is it yonderful that tho call was hoard ? 
Is it wond(uful that the feeling of leverence for that august 
name, tho Ohiu-ch, — ^for its antiquity, its endurance, its 
unity, its vude-spread dominion, and yet more ample 
prospects of indefinite magnificence, should, in that day, 
have been often iri'esistible in tho minds of imaginative 
men, since, even in these latter times, some are yet to be 
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found, who, induced by no other motives, have abandoned 
the cold precincts of a more intellectual creed, to fall 
down before the altars of their forefathers, exchiiming, 

“ Sero to amavi, pulchiitudo tarn antiqua et tam nova, 
sero te amavi ! ” Now, when a learned Prohjssor comes 
to tell UK that wiitings, apparently composed under the 
influence of religious imjh’ossions, ai'e, in reality, com- 
posed in quite a clifTorent spirit, and does not at the same 
time show us other win tings, equal to these in miuit, but 
really insjm'od by the genius of Catholicism, wo are 
constrained to toll him, “ Quodcunqiie ostcndi mihi sic, 
incrodulus odi.” Wo have belbre us a plain intelligible 
(jause, acting in a known manner, and in a directioxi 
made cle.'ir to us by exi)ericnce. Wo have also an ofleot, 
appai’ontly ad(iquato to that cause, and ros(mibling the 
effects we have known ])roduced by it, with such difference, 
however, as wo should have jxredicted from the xxartial 
alteration of cii'cumstanccs. Now, if this elFoct be shown 
to belong to some other cause, that we never dreamed of, 
we are entitled to ask, where then is the I’csult of the 
first? Per that remains before us. It cannot be got 
rid of. We are certain it has been in action. The traces 
of that agency must exist somewhere, and from their 
nature must bo obvious. 3f the Dante of tho Divina 
Oomedia was no Catholic ; if tho I’ctrarch, who mourned 
at Valchiusa, never felt the hallowing force of redigion ; 
if the sidendours of Eomish worship never fascinated tho 
numberless lovers of the Beautiful, who sang in Provence, 
Italy, and Castile, whore, we ask, are those other mighty 
spirits, equal in worth and j)owor to these wo have 
mentioned, in whom tho predominant religion may have 
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oxhaustod its capacities of eiiliglitoning and exalting ? If 
none siicdi can be producHMl (and it is notorious tbat none 
can), the tht^oiy must be false, for it is inconsistent with 
the phenoiiLomi it pretends to explain. 

Wo defy any man, of competent abilities, to road the 
poems of Dante, without a conviction that ho is i-eading 
the worhs of a religious ]>oot.^ The sjai’it of Catholic 
Christianity br(\'ith<is in' (ivery lino. The Ghibellino, 
indeed, hates the l^ipal party and I^ipal usui*pations ; he 
makes no secret ol‘ it I no words can express moi'o plainly 
or mor(^ energetically than his, a just and couiageous 

* La Martino has sfiicl, ‘‘this is the age for studying Dante.** ‘ 
Rossetti says the same ; hut with how different a meaning ! The 
one thinks of the Catholic, the other of the Patriot, Rossetti does 
not perceive thnt -what he supjioscs to he true of the age of Dante, 
is strictly true of the ])rcscnt, viz. that Italians judge of every- 
thing hy a political criterion. We have known many able and 
worthy Ihilians, both in exile and in their own land, hut none who 
could see a yard out of the atmosjihcrc of tlieir local liberalism. 
They talk of poetry, hut they mean politics. This explains not 
only the fashionable Dantismo, hut a much more curious pheno- 
menon, their extravagant admiuition of Alfieri. We once met an 
intelligent Italian, not unacquainted wdth the literature of our 
country, who expressed to ns his determination never to read 
Shaks])eaTe^ because he was so firmly convinced of Alficri’s infinite 
superiority to every dramatic writer that had written or could 
wTite, that he considered it loss of time to peruse any other ! We 
are very heretical on this subject. We agree with Mr. Rose 
(Letters from the North of Italy), that never did a man set up for 
a poet with so small a capital njs Alfieri. There is some poetic 
material in his “ Life ; ” but none that we could ever discover in 
his plays. How much poetic genius, indeed, can we suppose a 
man to possess, who writes a drama in French prose in order to 
translate it into the verse of his own language 1 
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indignation against all ecclesiastical tyranny. But the 
man is a devout Catholic, and respects the chair of the 
Apostle, while he denounces those who sat upon it. Tho 
sword of Peter, not the keys of Peter, is tho ohjoct of his 
aversion*. The same voice, he would tell us, that said 
“ Put up thy sword,” in the gai'don hy tho Mount ol 
Olives, said also, “Tu es Potms, ot super hanc petrain 
fundaho Ecclesiana meam.” 'When Eossetti would have 
us believe that in those fervent thoughts, those rich 
descriptions, those deep-drawn aspiiutions, which have 
hithoHo been thought to convey Dante^s profound sense 
of spiritual things, thoro is really nothing but a covert 
expression of political projects ; that Paradise is not* tho 
sojourn of blessed souls thi*ough an eternity spent in the 
love of God, but a futm*o proHj)erous condition of the 
Gennan Court; that Hell is not tho awful place, where 
hope is left for ever by all who enter therein, nor I’ur- 
gatory tho intonnodiato world of trial, where in purifying 
pains tho “ spirits happily Iwm ” rejoice to “ make them- 
selves beautiful ; ” but tho one is the bad state of Italy 
under a corrupt government, and tho other a secret club 
at Ploronco, which looks forward to tho triumph of its 
machinations ; when we are called upon to believe this, 

* That reference to man’s present life, which Dante himself 
mentions (Epist. to Can Della Scala), and which we readily allow, 
is not liable to the objection here made. We wiy this to ])revent 
cavils. The subjects are homogeneous, and differ only in degree. 
The good man’s hopfjp of heaven are but prolongations of his earthly 
reward. The kingdom within, that cometh not with observation, 
contains, as it were in germ, the kingdom without, that shines from 
one part of heaven to the other. 
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we cannot tat fool that not only the dignity and magni- 
ficonce of tho poom are materially lowered hy such, an 
hypothesis, but the v(Jry foundations of our beHof in 
testimony are affected. If the Divina Oomedia is tho 
work of a heretic, whose Paradi.so was entirt'ly limited to 
this woild, so may also be tho Confessions of Augustin 
or tho Thoughts of Pascal.* Tho former, indeed, has 
often struck us as bcaiing no little resemblaiKJO in spirit 
to the (iompositions of tho Plorontino bard. In both 

* Even in such an extravagance he would not have the merit of 
originality. Father Hardouin, in his ijosthumous treatise “Athei 
detecti,” gives ;i long list of atlieists, in which tl)e names of 
Jansenius, Arnauld, and Pjiscal, arc conspicuous. Yet Hardouin, 
like Rossetti, professed submission to the Catholic Church, and died 
with all the appciirauce of belief. At the close of last century 
the same mania seized on two men, to whoso oi)mions it was 
more conformable, Marechal and Lalande, one of whom published 
a Di(‘.tionary of Atheists, and the other a Supplement to the 
Dictionary, in wdiich Atheism wjis shamelessly imputed to writers 
of all sorts, on the most futile pretences. Lalande, indeed, carried 
this so far, that he iuscriljcd the name of Delille for a misprint 
in a single line, and then hastened in great glee to inform his old 
instructor of the discovery he had made. “Mon ami, ” answered 
the venerable Poet, “il faut que vous soyez fou, pour voir dans 
mes vers cc que je n’y ai jamais mis, et de ne pas voir dans le 
ciel ce qnc tout le monde y voit.” There is a closer resembhuice 
l)&tween Hardouin and Rossetti than the general extravagance of 
their theories. The Jesuit did not leave Dante alone. He saw 
proofs in the Divina Comedia that it was not what it appeared. 
But his conclusions were less revolutionary than those of our 
modern Hardouin. He contented himself ^ith ascribing the 
Comedia to some person or persona unknown ; and respected the 
historical chiiracter of the Poet, while he destroyed the evidences of 
his genius. 
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there is a freshness, an admiring cainostness, about their 
expression of Christian ideas, which shows the novelty 
of those ideas to the frame of Europ(?an thought. This 
is indeed much more evident in Augustin, biK^ause ho 
wrote six centuries earlier, and WTote in Latin, so that 
the discrepancy between the new wine and old Jjottles is 
perpetually betrajiiig itself. The Ciceronian language is 
far too effete a frame to sustain the infused spark of 
heavenly fire. It heaves beneath those active stinings 
with the throes of a (ionvulsivo weakness. ]n Dante, on 
the other hand, the foim and spiiit perfectly correspond, 
as if adapted to each other by pre-established haiinony. 
But in eamestiiess and appai'cnt sincerity, wo know not 
any difference bet\i^on the bishop of Hippo and the exile 
of Ilavenna. If the one is an impostor, so may bo the 
other. Or why stop there? Why not at once startle 
the world with the infonnation, that theology has been 
always a masonic trick ? That the passions of which wo 
have been speaking never had any real existence, and it 
is therefore worse than useless to look for their effects ? 
There needs only one bold application of the Professor’s 
principles, and the whole edifice of religion comes 
crumbling to the ground. He seems to consider that, in 
every instance, probabilities are against a man’s meaning 
what he says. Earnestness, solemnity, lofty thoughts, 
sublime imaginations, all these should only make us 
suspect mischief, and look out for a hidden meaning. 
Veracity, according to him, left the earth with Astrsea. 
We do Signor Eossotti the justice to suppose he has not 
maturely deliberated on the consequences to which his 
principles conduct him. From one passage, indeed, in 

V 2 
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his book, unless wo have mistaken a meaning so dimly 
intimated,* we conjectme ho holds ulterior opinions, 
which he thinks it imprudent to communicate. But, 
although cautious enough to bo illogical in resisting the 
conclusions of his own promises, when speculating on 
sacred subjects, there is no reason to anticsipate any pause 
in his devastating progress along the fields of profane 
history. Already we have intimations that the later 
poets of Italy are no more exempt from his transfoiming 
powers, than their predecessors of the fourteenth century. 
Nor wiU it surprise us to find him quite at home in the 
tenitories of romance. Doubtless, if he is acquainted 
with the Spanish language, wo shall have valuable results 
of his inquiries in that (Quarter. PerJjaps our old friend, 
Don Quixote, may turn out a disguised Ghibellino ; and 
honest Sancho may bo only the knight himself in his 
everyday countenance, a sort of exterior man, much in 
tho same way as, we have seen, Laura and Piammetta 
wore only faces or vestments of their own lovers. Many 
a profound meaning, wo doubt not, lies hid in the wind- 
mills. And woo to those who think the virago Maritomes 
no bettor than she should bo ! 

But wo will not take leave of tho ingenious Professor 
with a jest. We wish him well in his further progress. 

* **Io stesso che per pertinacia di studio ho scorto ci6 che altri 
sapeva per comunicazioue segret;i, avrei potuto io luai svelarlo, se 
fossL in Italia rimaso ? Nc anche fuori di Id. avrei alzato la cortina 
del tutto, contentando mi di sollevame un solo lembo, come gia 
fatto avea, se uecessitd. di difesa non mi avesse fatto ardita la 
mano. Ma onderd io sempre innanzi ? No, di aotto a un 
velo una voce che grida, Noli me tmgere ; ed io mi inchino e mi 
arretro,*' — ^p. 460. 
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Wo wait patiently for his promised proofs, and till they 
appear, shall not dismiss onr old prejudices on these 
subjects, lost wo find nothing in their room hut a dismal 
void. Signor Eossotti is very sensitive to criticism ; hut 
wo trust ho will believe our remarks at least to have been 
made in fairness and love of truth. Ho will not, perhaps; 
be the worse for boaiiiig in mind some gentle warnings 
we have given. Lot him moderate his pretensions, and 
enlarge his views. He may succeed possibly in esta- 
blishing the principle, hypothetically assumed by him, 
as a vera causa; but that ho should prove it to bo the 
solo or the chief actuating princi2)le, to which all the 
historical phenomena in question are to be referred, wo 
believe, for the reasons already stated, to bo altogether 
impossible. 
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It is not true, as the exclusive admirers of Mr. Words- 
worth would liave it, that the highest species of ]>oetry Ls the 
reflective ; it is a gross fallacy, that because certain o])iiiioiis 
are acute or profound, the expression of them by the 
imagination must be eminently beautiful. Whenever the 
mind of the artist suffers itself to be occupied, during its 
periods of creation, by any other ])redomiiiant motive than 
the desire of beauty, the result is false in art. Now, there 
is undoubtedly no reason why he may not find beauty in 
those mobds of emotion, which arise from the combinations 
of reflective thought ; and it is y^ossiblc that he may 
delineate these with fidelity, and not be led astray by any 
suggestions of an unpoetical mood. Ihit though possible, it 
is hardly jirobablo : for a man Whose reveries take a reason- 
ing turn, and who is accustomed to measure his ideas by 
their logical relations rather than the congruity of the 
sentiments to which they refer, will bo apt to mistake the 
pleasure he has in knowing a thing to be true, for the plea- 
sure he would have in, knowing it to be beautiful, and so 
will pile his thoughts in a rhetorical battery, that they may 
convince, instead of letting them flow in a natural course of 
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contemplation, that they may enraj)tur‘c. It would not be 
difficult to show, by reference to the most admired poems of 
Wordsworth, that he is frequently chargeable with this 
ciTor ; and that much lias been said by him whieli is good 
as philosophy, powerful as rhetoric, but false as poetry. 
Perhaps this very distortion of the truth did more in the 
X)eculiar juncture of our literary affairs to enlarge and libe- 
ralise the genius of our age, than could have been effected 
by a less sec.tarian temper. However this may be, a new 
school of refoimers soon began to attract attention, who, 
professing the same independence of immediate favour, 
took their stand on a different region of Parnassus from 
that occupied by the Cjakers,* and one, in our 0 ])inion, 
much less liable to i)crturbing currents of air from ungenial 
climates. Wc shall not hesitate to express our conviction, 
that the cockney school (as it was termed in dension from 
a cursory view of its accidental circumstances) contained 
more genuine inspiration, and adhered more steadily to 
that portion of truth which it en^braced, than any ftyrm of 
art that has existed in this country since the days of Milton. 
Their caposetta was Mr. Leigh Hunt, who did little more 
than point the way, and was diverted from his aim by 
a thousand personal x>redilections and i^litical liabits of 
thought. But ho was followed by two men of very sui)erior 
make ; men who wore born jmets, lived poets, and went 
poets to their untimely graves. Shelley and Keats were 
indeed of opposite genius ; that of the one was vast, impe- 

* This cant term was justly ridiculed by Mr. Wordsworth’s Bup- 
portors ; but it was not so easy to substitute on inofTensivo denomi- 
nation. Wo are not at all evonts the first who have usod it without 
a contemptuous intention, for wc romember to have hoard a disciple 
quote Aristophanes in its behalf : — 'Ouraf ov ruv •$£0* 

v/mU AIMMAIOS. ** This is no common, no bam-door fowl ; 

No, but a Lakist.” 
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tiious, and sublime, the other seemed to be “fed with 
honey dew,” and to have “drunk the milk of Paradise.” 
Even the softness of Shelley coTues out in bold, rapid, com* 
prehensive strokes ; he has no patience for minute beauties, 
unless they can be massed into a general effect of gi*andeur. 
On the other hand, the tenderness of Keats cannot sustain 
a lofty flight ; he does not generalise or allegorise nature ; 
his imagination works with few symbols, and rei>oses 
willingly on what is given freely. Yet in this formal 
opposition of character there is, it seems to us, a ground- 
work of similarity sufiitient for the purposes of classification, 
and constituting a remarkable point in the progi’ess of 
literature. 'I'liey arc botli poets eff sensation rather than 
reflection. Susceptible of the slightest impulse from external 
nature, their fine organs trembled into emotion at colours, 
and sounds, and movements, unpercoived or unregarded by 
duller temperaments. Rich and clear were their perceptions 
of visible forms ; full and deep their feelings of music. So 
vivid was the delight attending the simple exertions of 
eye and car, that it became mingled more and more with 
their trains of active thought, and tended to absorb their 
whole being into the energy of sense. Other poets seek for 
images to illustrate their conceptions ; these men had no 
need to seek ; they lived in a world of images ; for the most 
important and extensive portion of their life consisted in 
those emotions which are immediately conversant with the 
sensation. Like the hero of Goethe’s novel, they would 
hardly have been aflrcctcd by what is called the pathetic 
parts of a book ; but the merely leavMful passages, “ those 
from which the spirit of the author looks clearly and mildly 
forth, ”*vould have melted them to tears. Hence they are 
not descriptive, they are picturesque. They are not smooth 
and negatively harmonious ; they are full of deep and varied 
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melodies. This powerful tendency of imagination to a life 
of immediate sympathy with the external universe, is not 
nearly so liable to false views of art as the oj)i)osite dis- 
position of purely intellectual contemplation. For where 
beauty is constantly passing before “that inward eye, 
which is the bliss of solitude ; ” where the soul seeks it as 
a perpetual and necessary refreshment to the sources of 
activity and intuition ; where all the other sacred ideas of 
our nature, — the idea of good, the idea of perfection, the idea 
of tmth, are habitually contemplated through the medium 
of this predominant mood, so that they assume its colour, 
and are subject to its peculiar laws ; there is little danger 
that the ruling passion of the whole mind will cease to 
direct its crcativo#operations, or the energetic principle 
of love for the beautiful sink, even for a brief period, to 
the level of a mere notion in the understanding. We do 
not deny that it is, on other accounts, dangerous for frail 
humanity to linger with fond attachment in the vicinity of 
sense. Minds of this description are especially liable to 
moral tempttitions ; and upon them, more than any, it is 
incumbent to remember, that their mis.sion as men, which 
they share with their fellow-beings, is of infinitely higher 
interest than their mission as artists, which they possess 
by rare and exclusive privilege. But it is obvious that, 
critically speaking, such temptations are of slight moment. 
Not the gross and evident passions of our nature, but the 
elevated and less separable desires, are the dangerous 
enemies which misguide the poetic spirit in its attempts 
at self-cultivation. That delicate sense of fitness which 
grows with the growth of artist feelings, and strengthens 
with their strength, until it acquires a celerity and weight 
of decision hardly inferior to the correspondent judgments 
of conscience, is weakened by every indulgence of heteroge- 
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iicous aspirations, however pure they may be, however lofty, 
however suitable to Imnian nature. "We are therefore 
decidedly of opinion that the heights and depths of art arc 
most within the reach of those who have received from 
nature the “fearful and wonderful” constitution we have 
described, whose poetry is a soH of magic, ]»roducing a 
number of iinj)ressions, too multiplied, too tninutc, and too 
diversified to allow of our tracing them to their causes, 
because just such was the effect, even so boundless and so 
bewildering, produced on their imaginations by the real 
appearance of nature. Tliese things being so, our friends of 
the new school had ('vidcntly much reason to recur to the 
maxim laid down by Mr. Wordsworth, aTid to a])poal from 
the immediate judgment of lettered t)r uiilettered contempo- 
raries to the decision of a Tiiore equitable posterity. How 
should they be i)Opular, whose senses toid them a richer and 
ampler tale than most men could understand, and who 
constantly expressed, because they constantly felt, senti- 
ments of exquisite pleasure or pain, whi(*h most men were 
not permitted to experience ? The public very natundly 
derided them as visionaries, and gibbeted in terrorem those 
inaccuracies of diction occasioned sometimes by the speed 
of their conceptions, sometimes by the inadequacy of 
language to their peculiar conditions of thought. But it 
may bo asked, docs not this line of argument prove too 
much ? Does it not ju’ove that there is a barrier between 
these poets and all other ]»ersous so strong and immoveable, 
that, as has been said of the Supreme Essence, we must be 
themselves before we can understand them in the least? 
Not only are they not liable to sudden and vulgar estima- 
tion, but the lapse of ages, it seems, will not consolidate 
their fame, nor the suffrages of the wise few produce 
any impression, however remote or slowly matured, on the 
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judgment of the incapacitated many. Wc answer, this is 
not the import of our argument. Undouhtedly the true poet 
addresses himself, in all his conceptions, to the common 
nature of us all. Art is a lofty tree, and may shoot up far 
beyond our grasp, but its roots are in daily life and expe- 
rience. Every bosom contains the elements of those com- 
plex emotions which the artist feels, and every head can, to 
a certain extent, go over in ilsedf the process of their com- 
bination, so as to understand his expressions and sympathise 
with his state, liut this r»ic|uires exertio™ more oi less, 
indeed, according to. the diflercnce of occasion, but always 
some degree ol* exertion. For since the emotions of the 
poet, during com])Osition, follow a regular law of associa- 
tion, it follows that to accompany their progress uj) to the 
harmonious prospect of the whole, and to pertuuve the 
proper dependence of every stoj) on that which preceded, 
it is absolutely ncc(\ssary to stfirt from the same pointy i.e., 
clearly to apju'chcnd that leading sentiment of the poet’s 
mind, by their conformity to which the host of suggestions 
are arranged. Now this requisite exertion is not willingly 
made by the large majority of readers. It is so easy to 
judge cjipriciously, and according to indolent im})ulsc ! For 
very many, therefore, it has become inoralhj impossible to 
attain the author’s point of vision, on account of their 
habits, or their prejudices, or their circumstanc,es ; but it is 
never physically impossible, because nature has ]daced in 
every man the simide elements, of which art is tlie sublima- 
tion. Since then this demand on the reader for activity, 
when he wants to penise his author in a luxurious passivo- 
ness, is the very thing tliat moves his bile, it is obvious that 
those writers will bo always most popular who require the 
least degree of exertion. Hence, whatever is mixed up 
with art, and appears under its semblance, is always more 
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favourably repirded than art free and unalloyed. Hence, 
half the fashionable poems in tlic world are mere rhetoric, 
and half the remainder are, perhaps, not liked by the gene- 
rality for their substantial merits, lienee, likewise, of the 
really jmre compositions, those arc most universally agree- 
able which take for th(iir primary subject the usual pas- 
sions of the heart, and deal with them in a simide state, 
without applying the transforming y>owers of high imagina- 
tion. Love, friendshiy), ambition, religion, Ac., are matters 
of daily ex]>6*!nce even amongst uiiimaginativo tempers, 
llie Ibrces ol association, therefore, are ready to work in 
these directions, and little elfort of will is necessary to 
follow the artist. For the same retison, such subjects often 
excite a partiid power of composition, which is no sign of 
a trzily poetic organisation. We are very far from wishing 
to depreciate this class of poems, whoso iiiHuence is so 
extensive, and communicates so refined a pleasure, Wc 
contend only that the lacility with which its impressions 
are communicated is no yiroof of its elevation as a form of 
art, but ratlier the contrary. Wliat, then, some may be 
ready to exclaim, is the pleasure derived by most men, from 
Shakspeare, or Dante, or Homer, entirely false and fac- 
titious ? If these are really masters of their art, must not 
the energy required of the ordinary intelligences that come 
in contact with their mighty genius, he the greatest possible ? 
How comes it then, that they are popular ? Shall we not 
feay, after all, that the diifcronce is in the power of the 
author, not in the tenor of his meditations ? Those eminent 
spirits find no difficulty in conveying to common apprehen- 
sions their loft}’^ sense and profound observation of nature. 
They keep no aristocratic state, ajiart from the sentiments of 
society at large ; tliey speak to the hearts of all, and by the 
magnetic force of their conceptions, elevate inferior intellects 
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into a higher and purer atmospliere. The truth contained in 
this observation is undoubte^lly important; geniuses of the 
most universal order, and assigned by destiny to the most 
propitious t*ra of a nation’s literary development, liave a 
clearer and a larger access to the minds of their eom]>atriots 
than can ever be open to those, who are circumscribed by less 
fortunate <drcunistances. In the youthful periods of any 
literature there is an exjiansive ar^ communicative ten- 
dency in mind, which produces unreservedness of cf)mmu- 
nion, and reciprocity of vigour between different orders of 
iiitelligonee. Without abandoning the ground 'which has 
always hexui defended by the partisans of Mr. Wordsworth, 
who declare with perfect truth, tliat the number of real 
admirers of wiuit is really admirable in Shakspearo and 
Milton is tiuieh fewer than the number of apparent admirers 
might lead one to iTiiaginc, we may safely assert that the 
intense thoughts set in circulation by tliosc “orbs of song” 
and their noble satellites “in gi‘cat Eliza’s golden time,” 
did not fail to awaken a proportionable intensity of the 
natures of numberless .auditors. Some might feel feebly, 
some strongly ; the ellect 'would vaiy ac(*ording to the 
character of the recipient ; but upon none wais tin* stirring 
influence entirely unimpressive. The knowledge and power 
thus imbibed became a part of national existence ; it was 
OUTS as Englishmen ; and amid the flux of generations and 
customs wc retain unimpaired this privih'gt^ of intercourse 
'with gi’eatiiess. But the age in wliich we live comes late 
in our national progress. That first raciness and juvenile 
vigour of literature, wdien nature “wantoned as in lier 
j)rime, and played .at will her virgin fancies,” is gone never 
to return. Since that day we have umlcrgono a period of 
degradation. “Every handicraftsman has worn the mask 
of poesy.” It would bo tedious to repeat the tale so often 



302 


EXTRACT FROM A REVIEW OP 


related of the P'rench contagion and the heresies of the 
Popian school, AVitli the close of the last century came an 
era of n’aCtion, an era of ])ainfiil struggle to bring our orer- 
civilised condition of thought into union with Ihe fresh ]>ro- 
ductivc s])irit that brightened tlu* morning of our literature. 
But re])entan(je is unlike innoeeiiee : the laborious endeavour 
to restore, has more ('omplieated inetho<ls of action than the 
freedom of untaintcdl nature. Tliose dilferent powers of 
j)oetic disjiosition, the energies of Sensitive,* of Reflective, 
ol* I'assionate. Emotion, which in former times were inter- 
mingled, and derived from mutual support an extensive 
empire over the feelings of m<m, were now rosti’ained within 
sejiarale. spheres of agene,y. The w'hohi system no longer 
worked hannonioiisly, and hy intrinsicj harmony actpiired 
external freedom ; hut there arose a violent and unusual 
action in the several com]>onent functions, c‘ach for itself, 
all striving to reproduce the regular power which the 
whole had omje enjoyed. Hence the melancholy which so 
evidently characterises tlu^ spirit of modern x>oetry ; hence 
that return of the mind n]i<m itself and the habit of 
seeking relief in idiosyncrasies rather than community 
of iiiU*rest. In the old times the i)oetic impulse went 
along witlj the general ini])nlsc of the nation ; in these 
it is a reaction against it, a check acting for conservation 
against a propulsion towanls .change. We have indeed 
seen it urged in some of our fashionable imblications, that 
the diffusion of poetry must be in the direct ratio of the 
diffusion of machinery, because a highly civilised people 

* We are aware that this is not the right word, being appropriated 
by common use to a different siguification. Those who think the 
caution given hy Ctosar should not sbuid in the way of urgeiit occasion, 
may 8ubstit\iie “ sensuous ; ” a word in use amongst our elder divines, 
and revived by a few bold writers in our own time. 
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must have new ohj(‘cts of interest, arid thus a new field 
will be 0|»eii to description. But tin’s notable argument 
forgets that against this ohjedlve amelioration may be set 
the decrease of subjective power, arising from a pnwaleucc 
of social ^activity, and a continual absoryition of the higher 
feelings into the ])alj>ai)lo interests of ordinary life. 'J'he 
French Ilevolutioii may bo a finer theme than the war 
of Troy ; hut it does not so evidently follow that Homer 
is to find his snjiei-ior. Our iiile.reiice, therefore, from Ihis 
change in the relative position of artists to the rest of 
the community is, tliat modem ]>oetry in proportion to its 
depth and truth is likely to have little immediate authority 
over public opinion. Admireis it will have ; sects eonsc- 
(jueiitly it will forai ; and these strong under-currents 
will in time sensibly affect the principal stieani. Those- 
writers, wliose genius, though great, is not strictly and 
essentially jioetie, become mediators bctw’een the votaries of 
art and the careless eravers for excitement.* Art herself, 
less manifestly glorious than in her y)eriods of umlLs])uted 
supremacy, retains her essential prerogatives, and forgets 
not to raise up chosen spirits who may minister to her state 
and vindicate her title. 

One of the faithful Islam, a poet in the Imcst and liighcst 
sense, we are anxious to present to our readers. Ho has 
yet written little and published less ; but in these “jireludes 
of a loftier strain” we recogTiiso the inspiring Ood. Mr. 
Tennyson belongs decidedly to the class we have already 
described as l*oets of Sensation. Ho sees all the forms of 

* May wo not compare them to the bright Tnit unsubstantial clouds 

which, in still evenings, girdle the sides of lofty mountains, and seem 
to form a natural connection between the lowly valleys spread out 
l)Oueath, imd those isolated yicaks alcove that hold the ** last yiarlcy 
with the setting sun ? ’* 
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nature with the “ci*uditus oculus,” and his ear has a fuity 
fineness. Tlievc is a strange earnestness in his worship of 
beauty whic.h throws a clmrm over his impassioned song, 
more easily felt than described, and not to be escaped 
by those who liavc once felt it. We think he %as more 
definitiveness and roundness of general conc.eption than the 
late Mr. Keats, and is much more free from blemislies of 
diction and hasty ca]iriccios of fancy. He has also this 
advaniiige over that poet and his friend Shelley, that he 
comes befi>rc the ]niblic unconnected with any ]>olitical party 
or peculiar system of opinions. Ncverthcl(‘ss, true to the 
theory we have stated, we believe his participation in their 
charaeteristif’ excellencies is sufficient to secure him a share 
of their uni)oi)iilarity. The volume of “Poems, chiefly 
Lyrical,” does not contain above 154 pages ; but it shows 
us much more of the character of its parent mind, than 
many hooks we have known of much larger compass, and 
more boastful prtJtensions. The features of original genius 
are clearly and strongly marked. The author imitates 
nobody ; we recognise the spirit of his age, hut not the 
individual forai of this or that writer. His tlioughts hear 
no more resonihlanco to Byron or Scott, Shclh*y or Cole- 
ridge, than to Homer or Calderon, Firdiisi or Calidasa. We 
have remarked five distinctive excellencies of his own 
manner. First his luxuriance of imagination, and at the 
same time, his control over it. Secondly, liis 2»ower of 
embodying himself in ideal characters, or rather moods of 
character, with such extreme accuracy of adjustment, that 
the circumstances of the narration seem to have a natural 
corresj>ondence with tlie predominant feeling, and, as it 
were, to be evtdved from it by assimilative force. Thirdly, 
his vivid, picturescpio delineation of objects, and the 
peculiar skill with which he holds all of them fmed^ to 
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'borrow a mctaplior from science, in a moAinm of strong 
emotion. Fourthly, the vari(‘ty of his lyriciil lueiisuros, and 
exquisite modulation of harmonious words and catbmees to 
the swcdl and fall of the feelings ex])ressed. Fifthly, the 
clevated|^ahits of thought, implied in those coTniK>sitions, 
and imparting a mellow sohcnioss of tone, more imjir(*,ssive 
to our minds, than if tlie author had drawn up a sot of 
opinions in verse, ami sought to instruct the uiidcrstandiug 
rather than to communicate the love of heauty to the henrt. 

■VVe shall ]>roceed to give our readers some specimens in 
illustration of these remarks, and, if possible, we will give 
them entirti ; for no ])oet can hti lairly judgcid of hy frag- 
ments, least of all, a i)oel like Mr. Tennyson, whose mind 
conceives nothing isolated, nothing abrupt, hut every part 
with reference to some other part, and in suhscrviciico to 
the idea of the whole. 


X 



PETRARCIT. 

Fbancesco Petiiaroa, whoso roal Tiamo is saiil to havo 
boon Petrac(X), was born at Ai’ozzo, in Tusciany, July 20, 
11104. Ilis father was a notaiy at Florence, who had 
been oinploytMl in the soiwico of the state ; but in the civil 
stiife oxcit(^d by Oorso Doiiati, chief of the faction of the 
Noi-i, he, 'vsdth the rest of the Biauchi, including? Dante, 
whos(i fiiend ho is recorded to have boon, was banished 
from the Ee.public in 1302. When the death of the 
Em2)eror Henry VJT. dep lived tho exiles of all hope of 
return, Petracco took his family to A^ignon, at that 
period the seat of tho l^ontifical Coiii-t. Tho boy 
Francoscso then saw for tho fii-st time scenes and objects, ' 
with which his destiny was in-evocably connected; and’ 
ho has left on record the imjn'ossion which at ten years j 
of ago the fountain and wild solitude of Yaucluse had ^ 
made ui)oii his imagination.’ lie was sent to study ' 
the canon law at the TJnive.rsity of Montpelier, where 
ho remained four years, devoting his time to Cicero, 
Virgil, and the Provencal waiters, much more than to tho 
doctors of jurisprudence. From Montpelier ho wont to 
Bologna; and formed an acquaintance with tho celebrated 
Cino da Pistoia, from whom, although distinguished no 
less as a jurist than as a poet, Petrarch learned more 
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poetry than law. On his father’s death, which occurred 
when he was about twenty years old, he returned to 
Avignon. TIis mother died soon after ; and the moderate 
patrimony which he inherited was so much diminished by 
the dishonesty of his guardians, that, at the age of twenty- 
two, he found himself without fortune or profession, and 
with no resource, but that of entortng the chimjh. 

A\ignon was then the chosen abode of fashion, luxiny, 
and vice. Totrai'ch mingled in its gay society, without 
yielding to its cf^riaiptions, or withdrawing himself from 
the ])hilosophical studies which intei'osted him above 
all other pursuits. A grciat confomiity of taste, and a 
common saperioiity to the low objects of ambition with 
which they were suiTounded, made him the friend of 
JacojK) CVdoiina, afteiwards Bishop of Lomboz. This 
I»rolato introdiic(Kl Poti*arch to his brother, the (^ai'dinal 
Colonna, who resided at Avignon ; and in whose ])alacc, 
in 13t31, the poet a(5([uii'ed tln^ friendship of old Stefano 
Colonna, the illustiious hfiad of that family, find drew 
from his discourse a stronger love of Itfily, C)f freedom, and 
of gloiy. But his affectionate, enthusiastic temper was 
not to bo oxh«austod even by those objects : soon, without 
ever being entirely divcrtful from the int(n'Ost of friend- 
ship or i)atriotism, he became th() vassal of tlnit long and 
illustrious passion to which he owes tho immortality of his 
name. April C, 1327, on Easter Monday, in the church 
of tho Nuns of Santa Clara, l^itrarch, being then twenty- 
three ycjars of ago, saw for tho first time, and loved at 
sight, Laura de Noves, the biido of Hugo do Bade, a 
young patrician of Avignon, l^’roni this time his life 
was passed in wandering from place to place, sometimes 

X 2 
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at tho several courts of Italian princes; sometimes in 
solitaiy seclusion at Vaucluso; often at Avig*non itself, 
where, from the lofty rock on which stands tho old 
Pontifical Palace, ho could sou Laura walking in thci 
gardens below, which, with all the adjacent p*irt of tho 
town, bcjlonged to tho family of do Sado. 

Few subjects have boon discaissed moro largely, with 
gi‘(jatin* minubmoss of examination, or with greater 
licences of conjcHituro, than tho histoiy of the lovo of 
Petrarch. Sonio have chosen to beat with ridicule thii 
idea of a passion, subsisting through a long and event- 
ful life, without gratification, and nearly without hope; 
others hav(5 thought tho difficulty obviated by sui)posmg, 
in di ‘fiance of all a])paroni evidence, that l^aiua was not 
so insensible as the laws of morality required. A few 
have wdshod to rnsciie tho character of tho })oot from tho 
imputation of having loved a manied woman, and have 
drugged certain obscui'o spinsters out of doubtful ejutaphs 
and registei’s, to dis])uto the claim of Lauiu de Sade, A 
few more, and but a few, although the race is not extinct, 
have denied tho oxisteii(*o of Laura altogether; either 
considering her as a more poeticiil fancy, or stiU moro* 
boldly resolving her into some allegory, i^olitical or 
religious. But nouo of theso theories, maintainod at 
vaiious times, and with vaiious degi'ees of ingenuity, 
almost from tho ago of Petrarch until tlio present day, 
have shaken tho received opinion on tho foui* main points 
of tho question ; namely, that Laura wus no creation of 
tho i)oot's brain, but a woman ; that she was mamod ; 
that Hugo do Sade was her husband ; and that her virtue 
was proof against tho passion of Petrarch. When all the 



PETRAncn. 


309 


circumstancefl of the case, including the peculiaiitics of 
sentiment which characterise the time, are fairly taken 
into consideration, there will appear no such iniracnilous 
improbability as has been 2)rcsumcd in the duration of 
Petrarch’s attachment. That it partook of the vehement 
chai'acter of tiaio passion, is evident fi'om many j)assage 8 
in his episth^s and i)hilos()2)hical works, whciro he may bo 
sujiposed to speak with less disguise than in his Can- 
zonicrc; but a natimal vanity, the habit of refining his 
feelings into intellectual notions, and the then jirevalcnt 
fashion of 2)ootical constancy to a real object, may have 
contributed more than ho could himself bo aware to the 
dui*ability of the sontinKuit. It is not to be forgotten, 
however, that at different i)eriods of his life ho had two 
natural children, a son and a daughter: still he main- 
tained that, notwithstanding these irregularities, he never 
loved any one but Laura. The Sonnets and Canzones, 
which, separately published, now together form the Can- 
zoniere, soon elevated their author to the highest rank 
among living jroots, and gave him in the eyes of his 
admirers a place beside the “ creator della lingua,” the 
author of the Divina Commedia. Petrarch, however, 
whose mind was full of veneration for antiquity, and who 
,, was ardently desirous to recover all the monuments of 
classic literature that still prcsoived a hazardous exist- 
ence in cx)nvents and other recei)taclos of the little learn- 
ing of an ignorant ago, for a long time, if not to the end 
of life, j)rided himself more on his Latin compositions, 
than on being the founder of a school of poetry in his 
native language. At one time ho had commenced a 
Latin history of Borne, from, the foundation of the city to 
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tho reign of Titus. But ho was divci’ted from this work, 
hy conceiving the of an epic poem, entitled “ Africa,” 
founded on the events which marked the close of the 
secjond lhiiii(; war, of which 8cipio was tho hero. For a 
year he lahoiirod on it with enthusiasm; and it was 
received with admiration : hut, like most works of iiria- 
gination coin])osed in languages not rendered familiar 
to tho writer in all their delicacy hy vcmaculai* and 
homly usi‘, and on subjects not consecrated hy any 
fecluigs of national and domtistic interest, they have long 
sin(*.e been forgt)tten hy all hut the learned. 

On onii and tho same day, August 23, 1340, ho received 
at Vancluso a letter from thti Eoman Senates, inviting him 
to accept th(i honour of a ])uhlic coronation in the Capitol, 
and one fi’oin tho Cliancellor of the University of Palis, 
offeiing the same distinction. It has boon said, and there 
is at h'.ast ni'gativo <*videncc in favour of tho assertion, 
that this last invitation was unauthorised hy any corpo- 
rate decision of the university : if so, it probably resulted 
from tho personal (uithusiasm of the chancelloi’, Eoherto 
Bardi, who was a J^Torentine, and a luivato friend of tho 
Poet. Either from a knowledge of this, or from a natural 
preference of tho Imperial City, l^etrarch dcicidtul at once 
in favour of Eomo ; and embarked for Najdes, to demand^ 
a prcliminaiy examination from Eobort of Anjou, the 
reigning prince, himself devotedly attached to literature. 
The King and the Poet confenod on poetical and historical 
subjects : during throe days questions were formally pro- 
posed, and triumphantly answered; after which Eoberi 
pronounced solemnly that Petrarch was worthy of tho 
honour olfered to him, and taking olf his own royal robo, 
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entreated the Poet to wear it at the ceremony of his 
coronation. On Easter-day, April 8, 1311, Petrarch 
ascended the stairs of the Cajntol, sniTounded by the most 
illustrious citizens of Romts u-^d prec^edcd by twelve 
young men chosen from the highest families, who repeated 
at intoiTals various passages of his poetiy. Mt(n’ a short 
oration, ho re(‘(dv(id the crown from the hands of the 
sonatoi’, Orso, Count of Anguillara, and recited a sonnet 
on those heroes of the anchint city, whos(5 tnuujphal 
honours, aftej’ a cessation of centuii(^s, ho first was come 
to share, and to renew. Then, amidst the acclamations 
of the multitude, ho was conducted to the church of Ht. 
looter's, whor(5, taking from his head the lam*el, ho 
d(‘posited it with religious care on the altar. After this 
ceremony ho rotuiTied by land to Avignon, caii* 3 T:ng with' 
him letters 2 ^a tent of the King of Nai)los and of the senate 
and people of Romo, confoning on him by their joint 
authorities the full and free power of reading, discussing, 
and ex])laining all ancient books, (H)ini)Osing new works 
(especially i)oems), and wearing on all occasions, as ho 
might prefer, a crown of laurel, of ivy, or of myrtle. 
Shortly afterwards he was again at Na])los, under very 
different circumstiinces. Ai)pointod by Clement VI. to 
ui'go the claims of the Holy See to the Regency of 
that state, duiing the minority of Joanna, the grand- 
daughter of Robert of Anjou, ho was treated with no less 
distinction and kindness than on the foimcr visit; but, 
unsuccessful in his mission, and scandalised by the 
debauchoiy and cruelty which prevailed in the dissolute 
Court, he soon quitted Naples and Italy for his beloved 
Vaucluso. There, however, at no great distance of time, a 
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now excitomont awaited him. In 1347, Eiemd, the 
famous demagogue, who began his career so nobly, and 
closed it with such circumstances of disgi-ace, obtained his 
brief and singular dominion. All the hopes of Italian 
independence, aU the reverence for anticpiity which had 
over animated the spiiit of Petrarch, now strongly im- 
I)elled him to admii’o the restorer of those ancient names, 
wliich he trushul would realise his visions of ancient 
freedom and majesty. Even the massacre of the Golonna 
family, wliich l^etrarch hoard at Genoa as he was hasten- 
ing to join the tribune at Eome, did not destroy these 
fooliiigs, although it materially weakened them. But the 
fabric of Eienzi’s power was sajiiied by his ovm extrava- 
gances in less than a year ; and nearly at the same time 
a more severe affliction fell upon I\)tj*arch even than 
the disappointment of his hopes for tho restoration of 
Italian liboriy. • 

In Apiil, 1348, Laura expired of tho di’oadful malady 
whi(5h then ravaged Euixipc, and which is described by 
Boccaccio in tho introduction to the Decameron. The 
second half of the Caiizoniero is tho monument of his 
glorious sorrow; which is however more calmly, and, to 
tho apprehensions of many, more con-vincingly expressed, 
in tho pathetic note to his ovu MS. of Yii*gil, now in tho 
Ambrosian Library at Milan. It would be unjust to him 
not to relate this event in his own words. ‘‘Laura, 
illustrious for her own virtues, and long celebrated by my 
verses, was seen by mo for the fii’st time in my early 
manhood, in tho year 1327, April 6, at six in the morning, 
in the church of S. Clara, at Avignon. In the same city, 
in tho same month of April, on the same sixth day, and 
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lit the same hour, in 1348, this light was taken from tho 
world, while I was at Verona, alas ! ignorant of niy un- 
happy lot. Tho melancholy nows reached me in a letter 
from my friend Louis : it found me at Parma the same 
year, May 11), in the morning. That body, so chaste, so 
fair, was laid in the chimdi of tho Minor Priars on tho 
evening of the day of her death. Her soul, 1 doubt not, 
is retiiiTied, as Seneca says of Scipio Africjanus, to heaven, 
whence it came. To preserve tho giievous memory of this 
loss, I wiite this with a sort of pleasure mixed with 
bitterness ; and I wiitc by choice upon this book, which 
often comes before my eyes, that hereafter there may bo 
nothing for mo to delight in in this life, and that, my 
strongest chain being broken, T may be reminded by tho 
frequent sight of those words, and by tho just appreciation 
of a fugitive life, that it is time to go forth from Babylon ; 
which, by tho help of God’s grace, wilb become easy to mo 
by vigoi'ous and bold contemplation of the needless cares, 
tho vain hopes, tho unexpected events which have agi- 
tated mo dming tho time I have spent on oaiili.” Tho 
authenticity of this note has been contested; to us it 
bears internal evidence of being genuine, not merely in 
the unpretending pathos of the conclusion, but in tho 
minuteness of tho earlier details. It is the luxury of 
grief to connect tho memory of the dead with our 
thoughts, and employments, and even abodes, at the 
moment of their death ; and the pon of the literary forger 
is not likoly to trace so simple and unpretending a state- 
ment. 

Tho jubilee of 1350 led Petrarch again to Borne. When 
ho passed through Arezzo, tho principal citizens of tho 
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town led him with pride to the house in which ho was 
horn; declaring that nothing had been changed there, 
and that the municipal authorities had enforced this 
Kcnipulous res])oct for the great iwxit’s birili-jdaco by 
injunctions to the succc^ssivo j)roprietors of the mansion. 
Not long aftoiwards, lio{‘(‘accio, his friend and his com- 
pcior in the gicat lit(U’aiy triumriratc of Italy, came to 
him at Padua, to annouiujo in the niimo of the senate at 
Flor(}iuio that he was r(‘storod to his rights of citizenship, 
and to oiler him the superintendence of the recently estab- 
lished university. Petrarch did not accept the proposal. 
Twice in the coiu’se of his remaining lit'e his name is found 
connt^ctfHl wdth gi’oat (we.nts. Admitted to the coimsols 
of Gian Visconti, ho acc(*])ted the mission of reconciling 
the rejmblic of Gom)a, w’hich had yielded to that jnince, 
with the state of Venice, elated by recent victories. But 
Ptiti'arch was destined to bo unsuccessful as a statesman. 
This embassy had no effect ; nor wei'o his subsequent 
efforts to infuse into the mind of Charles IV. the lessons 


of magnanimity, when that weak and avaricious emperor 
entered Italy, more beneficial either to Chmles or to his 
country’. Once, however, w'hon employed l)y Galeazzo 
Visconti in a subsequent mission to tlio same prince, he 
was able to dissuade him from recrossing the Alps : un- 
less we suppose that the distracted stato of Gcnnany had 
more to do with keeping the emi)eror at home, than the 
eloquence of the i)Oct, or the skill of the politician. The 
second plague in 1302 deprived the now aged poet of the 


few early friends who remained to him, Azo of Corregio, 
and the two who in his letters are usually donominatea 


Lsolius and Socrates, and had, like himself, been intimate 
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with Jacopo Colonna. Ho was then resident in Venice ; 
whore, in 1363, Boccaccio came to visit him in company 
with Leontius Pilatus of Thessalonica, who had in- 
stmeted the Florentine novelist in Greek. At a foimer 
period Petrartjh had commenced the study of that language 
under a Grecian monk named Barlaam ; and, th(jugh 
now sixty years of ago, h() returned to thi) task with 
enthusiasm and with perseverance. He was hospitably 
and honourably received by the republic, to which he 
presented liis valuable collection of manuscripts. 

After some more adventures and wanderings the old 
man fixed his residence at Aixiua, a village situated on 
the Euganean lulls, at foui* leagues distance from Padua. 
Hero ho led a lile of abstinence and study, reposing fi*om 
the toilsome vicissitudes to which ho had been subjected, 
but not fi’om his thirst for knowledge and desire of glory. 
His last years were solaced by his intimacy with Boc- 
caccio, who seemed to supply the place of those n\ime- 
rous and valued early fiiends wh^m he had survived, 
and by the filial attentions of liis daughter P'rancosca. 
The last impoitant act of his life was his aj^pearaiice 
before the Senate of Venice, in behalf of Francesco of 
Carrara, who had been forced to conclude a humiliating 
peace with the republic in 1373. It is said that he was so 
much awed by the majesty of the assembly, that, on the 
first day on which he appeared before it, ho was unable to 
deliver his addi’oss. The next day ho recovered his spirits, 
or more probably his strength, and his speech in behalf of 
jarrara was loudly apjDlauded. Ho returned to his retii’o- 
nent in a failing state of health, and his complaints were 
xggravated by imprudence, and disregard of medical 
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advice. July 18, 1374, ho was found dead in his library, 
his head resting on an oi)en book. A stroke of ap()i)lcxy 
had thus suddenly temiinatcd his life. All Padua assisted 
at his obsequies, and Francesco of Carrara led the funeral 
pomp. A marble tomb, which still exists, was raised to 
him before the door of the church of Arqua. 

Such was the death and such the life of Francesco 
Petrarca, than whom few men have oxei'tod more iii- 
lluence over their own times ; have cxmtributed more to 
foiin and polish the language of thoii' native land; or 
have giv(^n a more decided tone to the literature of 
Bucceodiiig generations. This is not the place to enter 
into a minute analysis of his merits as a poet. If he did 
not cr(‘ate the kind of poetiy in which he excelled, at 
least he earned it to poifection : if ho could not save his 
stylo from being disfiguied by feeble imitators, at least ho 
left it in. itself a noble work : if he did not avoid the false 
conceits and strained illustrations, which at the rise of a 
new literature are almost always found to possess irre- 
sistible attractions, ho redeemed and even ennobled them 
by strains of simple jmssion, imagination, and melody, 
which will live as Idlig as the language in which they are 
composed. His Latin vuitings, on w^hich he wished his 
reputation to rest, are now much neghxjted. They are 
not indeed calculated for gcneml reading ; but they are 
highly valuable as records of the time and of the man. 
His letters form the most interesting, because the most 
personal, portion of them. Few men have laid bare their 
hearts so completely as Petrarch. His vanity, his de 
pendonce on the sympathy of others, led him to commi 
to writing every incident of his life, every turn in thi 
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troubled course of his feelings. But bo gains rather than 
loses by his voluntary ex]if)sui‘0. His Christian faith and 
Christian princiidos of philosophy, howov(ir swayed by 
occasional cuiTonts of passion, ‘ stand out beautiluUy 
amidst the coriuptions of that ago. It is as imj)ossiblo to 
lise from a pcausal of Ptjtiurch's i>ootr5’’, and even more 
perhaps of his jnoso, without a feeling of love for the man, 
as of admiration for the author. 

In oai’Jy life he was distinguished for beauty, of which 
he was himself not insensible ; for he left, in his “Letter 
to Posterity,” a descrii)tion of Ins own person, w'hich w o 
quote from Ugo Foscolo’s translation. “Without being 
uncommonly handsome, my person had something agree- 
able in it in my youth. My comidexion was a clear 
and lively brown ; my eyes were animated ; my hair had 
grown grey Ix'foro twenly-tivo, and I consoled myself for 
a defect which I shjired in common with many of the 
gi’oat men of antiquity (for Cmsar and Yii gil were grey- 
headed in youth), and I had a venerable air, ■svhich I was 
by no means vciy immd of.” He w’as then nxiserable, 
Foscolo continues, if a lock of his hair wus out of oi-der ; 
ho was studious of ornamenting his jxuson with the 
nicest clothes; and to givo a graceful form to his feet, 
he pinched them in shoes that put his neivi's and sinew^s 
to the rack. These traits ai*o taken from his own familiar 
letters. 

The life and writings of Petrarch have been repeatedly 
illustrated at great length. The “ Petrai’C'ha Eodivivus ” 
Ipf Tomasini ; the voluminoiLS “ Memoires sur Petrarquo” 
of the Abbe do Sado, who has taken up the subjecjt as a 
matter of family histoiy ; and the works of Tiraboschi 
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and Baldolli, aro among the best authorities for our 
author’s history. To tho Engh'sh, and indeed to every 
reader, wo must recommend the “ Essays oif Petrarch,” 
by Ugo Foscolo ; at tho end of which there aro some 
exquisite translations by Lady Dacro. Tho most complete 
edition of Petrarch’s works is the folio published at Basle 
in 1581. Among the numerous editions of his Italian 
poems, wo maj'^ l)articulai*iso that of Biagioli, 1822, as 
containing the notes of Alfieri; and that of Marsard, 
printed at l*adiia, as distinguished alike for its correctness 
and beauty of execution. 



BURKE. 


The ycai’s which have elapsed since the death of 
Edmund Bui’ko ai*o not sufficient to secure a right and 
impartial staitonco on his character. We are still within 
the heated t(?mpcraturo of the same political agitations in 
whicjh ho lived and struggled. Wo are not, perhaps our 
childi'on will not bo, qualified to judge him and his con- 
temporaries, with that calmness mth which men weigh 
the merits of things and persons who have exerted no per- 
ceptible influence over their own times. It is fortunate, 
therefore, that the limits of this brief Meraoii' i)rescribo 
rather a succinct statement of unquestioned facts, than a 
disputable adjudication bet'ween opposite opinions. 

Edmund Buike, son of Richard Bui-ko, an attorney 
in extensive practice in Dublin, was bom in that city, 
Januaiy 1, 1730. Of his early life little is known wdth 
certainty. He appears to have distinguished himself at 
Tiinity College, Dublin, by his acquir(3ments and talents, 
especially by a decided tasto and ability for the discussion 
of subjects relating to English history and politics. His 
first litoraiy effort of any importance was made before he 
|uitted that university, in some letters dii-ected against a 
factious writer called Lucas, at that time the popular 
idol. These are not preserved. Li 1750 he come to 
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London, and was entered a student of the Middle Temple. 
It is singular that the idle niinour, expressly contra- 
dicted by himself, of his having completed his edu(!ation 
at 8t. Omer’s, should he still in some degi’oo accredited 
by the author of the article “lluiho,” in the Liogi-aphio 
Univorsclle. Whether, in 1752 or 1753, ho became a 
candidate for the chair of TiOgic at Glasgow, is a more 
doubtful question: the oi^inioiis of Dugald Stewart and 
Adam Smith, who took some pains to ascertain the truth, 
were in the luigativo. It is certain, however, that the 
extraordinary talents of Burke soon began to attract 
attention ; he wi’oto in many political and literary mis- 
cellanies, and formed an acciuaintanco with some distin- 
guished characters of the time. Among those should bo 
mentioned Lord Charlemont, Gerard Hamilton, Soame 
Jenyns, and somewhat later. Goldsmith, Reynolds, Dr. 
Johnson, and Hume. His first avowed work, the “ Vin- 
dication of Natural Society,** was published in 1756, 
and excited very general admiration. The imitation of 
Bolingbroke’s stylo in tins essay was so perfect, that 
some admirers of tho deceased philosopher are said to 
have overlooked the evident signs of irony, and to havo 
believed it to be a genuine posthumous work. This may 
appear strange ; but it is sui'oly inoi’e strange, that forty 
years afterwards this “Vindication** should havo been 
republished by the French party, with a view of serving 
democratic interests. Before tho close of 1756, appeared 
the “ Philosophical Inquiry into tho Origin of oui* Ideas 
of the Sublime and Beautiful,*’ which added largely t^ 
Burke’s reputation, and procured him tho valuable friend- 
ship of Sir Joshua Eojuiolds. Shortly afterwards, the 
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public attention being at that time much directed to the 
American colonies, was published “An Account of the 
European Settlements in America,” of which Burke was 
probably not the sole but the x>riTicipal author. It was 
much read, as well on the Continent as in England ; and 
indeed no inconsiderable iK)rtion of it has been incor- 
porated into the celebrated work of tho Abbe llaynal. 
About this time Burke maniod tho daiiglitor of Dr. 
Nugent, an intelligent physician, who had invited him 
to his house while sufToiing under an illness, the result 
of laborious apidicatioii. This union was a source of 
unintei’i'upted comfort to him thiough ILtb. “ Every care 
vanishes,” he was in the habit of saying, “ when I (mter 
my own homo.” A confinod income, however, I’endorod 
litoiury exertion still more indispensable to him than 
before; and in 1739 “Tho Annual llegistor,” that most 
useful work, for many years entirely (;oiTii)Orted by Burke, 
or under his immediate superintendemee, was under- 
taken by him in conjunction with Dodsley. At length, 
in 1765, with tho first Eockingham administration, ho 
entered on a moro extensive sphero of action ; being 
appointed private socretaiy to the Marquis of Bocking- 
ham, through the recommendation of his friend Mr. 
Eitzherbert. 

Coming now into ParKament as member for Wondover 
in Buckinghamshire, Burke became an eminent supporter 
of the Whig party. The situation of alfairs was critical. 
Mr. Grenville’s stamp act* a fatal departure from the 
pi^licy on which the colonies had been previously governed, 
had excited much discontent in America. A strong party, 
supported by the evident favour of the court and the 
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general feeling of the country, urged the necessity of 
perseverance in tliis coercive policy. Lord Chatham and 
his adherents no loss strenuously denied the right of the 
Imperial Legislature to impose taxes on America without 
her own consent. The Ilockingham Whigs adopted a 
middle course hot ween these extremes. Tll(^y repealed 
the stamp act, declaring at the same time that the right 
of taxation resid^nl inalienahlo in Parliament. Their 
administiution was short-lived. Lord Chatham succoedeil 
them in power, at the head of that “ dovetailed” cabinet 
whicli Burho has so admirably satirised in his “Speech 
on American Taxation.” llis inlluence was little more 
ttan nominal, and, in si)ito of it, schemes for raising a 
revenue in America were soon revived, Fi'om these 
measures the public attention was for a short tiirie diverted 
by the domestic agitation caused by the proct^edings 
against W’^ilkes, the disputed election in Middlesex, and 
the m^’sterious letters of Junius. The shadow of that 
name was at the time believed by many to rest on Burke; 
a supposition long since n'jected, and supporied by scarce 
any evidence; though his power as a wiiter, and his 
known facility in disguising his style, gave some degree 
of i>lau8il)ility to the sui)position. In his own name, and 
without any disguise, ho came forward to attack tho 
ministry of tho Duke of Grafton, in a ]>olitical treatise, 
entitled “Thoughts on tho Present discontents.” This 
has boon teimod tho "Whig Manual, and ccaiainly contains 
the ablest exposition over given of the principles held by 
that paity for a long series of years. Shaken by this aijd 
other attacks, tho Duke retired, and left tho state under 
tho guidance of a minister, whoso merits have been over- 
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shadowed by tho disasti’ous circumstances in which he 
was involved. From this time commenced that long and 
brilliant opposition, which, from a very low condition of 
numbers and influence, gi*adually workc'd its way through 
the most momentous parliamontaiy struggles ; and by a 
continued disjday of powers tho most acconiidishcd, and 
union the most ofFectivo, gained an ultimate victory, first 
over popular prepossessions, and then over rc» 5 "al obstinacy. 
Tho court party wore so inferior in elocpienco and genius, 
that their firgumcnts are little remembered, while tho 
speeches of the Whigs are in everybody's hands. They 
felt the importance of tho contest deeply, or they would 
not have be<m animated to thcdr exti*aordinary exertions. 
But tho wisest of them could not for(»S(*e tho prodigious 
extent of those consoquoncos wliich, -within tho duration 
of their own lives, resulted from their endeavt)urs. It 
was much for them to look forward to the indej)endonco 
of America. "What would it have been to contemplato 
tho spioad of popular principles in Europe, and that 
mighty rov<duliou which has changed tho balance of 
society? No member of tbo ojq^osition coutributod so 
largely as Burke to tbeir final triumph, I)uriiig the 
latter years of tho war, indeed, his fame as a debater was 
eclipsed by the rising genius of Charles Fox, to whom ho 
willingly jdehled tlio ollico of leader of the Whig party# 
But tho talents of Fox had l) 0 (iu trained and nourished 
by tho wisdom of Burke ; and in tho speeches published 
at different periods by tho latter, on American taxation 
[1774], and on conciliation with America [1775], and his 
“ Letter to tho Sheriffs of Bristol” [1777] (written on tho 
occasion of a temporary secession of the Bockinghom 
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party from Parliament), the friends of freedom found a 
magazine of invaluable wcaiions. In 1774 Burke was 
elected member of I’arliamcnt for Bristol ; but six years 
afterwards he was unable to. prociii’o his re-<4cction for 
that borough, the people being displeased witli his recent 
votes in favour of Irish trade and of the liomaii Catholics. 
His poi)\ilarity was in a gi*eat measure restored by the 
famous Bill of Economical Eeform, brought forward by 
him ill 1782, when paymaster of the forces und('r tho 
second Eockingham ministiy, after tho ()voi-thrf)W of Ijord 
North. Tho death of tho Maniuis of Eockingham jn'o- 
duced a schism among tho "VYhigs ; Ijord Shelburne was 
appointed his successor, and the Eockingham division 
resigned their places. Thej" soon leturned to them, by 
means of that strange junction of force with Ijord North, 
emphatically tennod The Coafiihm, wliich raised a general 
cry of indignation thi’oughout tho countiy. Buik(^ always 
vindicated this step, both at the time, and when the state 
of things which led to it had long i)assed away ; but it is 
generally supposed that ho did not counsid it, and was 
only induced to give in his adhesion by tho urgent 
entreaties of his political friends. 

Tho celebrated East-India Bill, of which Burke is said 
to have been partly tho author, and upon which ho pro- 
nounced one of his most magnificent orations, was fatal 
to the Coalition. William Pitt, called at tho ago of 
twenty-four to occupy the first place in tho counsels of 
his sovereign, fought an arduous but finally victorious 
fight against tho Whig majority in the Commons. A 
dissolution followed : tho new House supported the now 
Mmisters ; and a second long period of Whig oi)po6ition 
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began, during which Fox was the acknowledged leader of 
the party, and was warmly supported in that capacity by 
Burke. The most important event of this second great 
division of Burke’s parliamentary life is undoubtedly the 
impeachment of Warren Hastings. Throughout the long 
debates on the accusations brought against the Governor 
of India, and aftei*wai*ds throughout the trial itself, which 
began in 1788 and was not concluded until 179d, Burke 
was indefatigable. Never, perha 2 )s, has gi’eator oratorical 
genius been disjilayed than by that combination of gi’oat 
men who 'were ai)]>ointed managers of the imi)oachnient. 
Yet all thoir efforts failed to establish thoii* case on a 
secure foundation. History still hesitates to decide with 
confidence on the guilt or innocence f)f Hastings. It is 
agreed, however, that the \nolonco of Burke's 2 >roc(^odings 
on this ti'ial was often unworthy of the situation ho hold, 
and the cause he advocated. When, -with harsh tones 
and a look more expressive of personal than i)olitical 
hatred, he bade Mr. Hastings kneel before the court, it is 
said that wliispered to hi.s fiioiuls, “In tliat moment 
I would rather have been Hastings than Bnrko.” 

At the latter end of 1788 arose the regency question, 
on which B\irke, with aU his i)ai*ty, maintained the 
opinion that any apparently irreparable incui>acity in the 
sovereign caused a demise of the crown, because, the pre- 
rogatives of royalty being given for public benofi^t, it 
would bo highly dangerous to suspend thorn for an in- 
definite period. Burke, however, did some injurj’^ to his 
party by the intemperate and im])indont language ho 
adopted on this occasion, speaking of the King’s situation 
in the tone of triumph rather than pity, and even using 
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the expression, God has hurled him from his throne.” 
These constitutional questions, however important, wor 
soon forgotten in a new absorbing interest, which began 
to occupy the minds ^)f all men. Tlio French Kevolution 
had taken jdace. Tliat astonishing evemt was at first 
hailed vdth general sympathy and admiration in this 
countrj\ The supporters of I^itt cither joined in the 
vehement dcdiglit of the Fox i)arty, or took ]io pains to 
restrain it. Here and there some may have mmmui'ed 
dislik(j : but in general it was thought unworthy of 
Englishnion not to I’ejoico in the acquisition of liberty 
by a neighbouiing people ; and not a few looked to this 
great change as the haibinger of political regeneration to 
Euroi^o and the world. In tliis general accL'imation one 
voice was wanting. lJuike, from the vor^" first mooting 
of the States General, did not conceal his avei-sion to 
their proceedings, and his apprehension of the results. 
Gradually, as the excesses of poi)ular violence in Paris 
became more frequent, an Anti-Gallican party began to 
gather round him. On the 9th of February, 1 790, during 
a debate on the aimy estimates, Buiko took advantage 
of some expressions which Fox let fall in i)raiso of the 
French Eevolution to open an attack against it, denying 
that there was any similarity between our Eevolution of 
1688 and the “strange thing” called by the same name 
in France. Fox, in his rojdy, spoke in memorable terms 
of his obligations to his friend, declaring that all ho had 
ever learnt from other sources was little in comparison 
with what ho had gained from him. Sheridan attacked 
the speech just made by Burke in no measured terms, 
describing it as perfectly in’OconcEablo with the principles 
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hitherto professed by that gontlcnian. On this, Burke 
again rose, and in a few words declared that Sheridan 
mid himsoU‘ wore thenceforth “ soimrated in pc^litics.” 
lieforo the end of this 3 "ear came out tlie (‘.elohrated 
‘‘Boflections,” which at once showed how irr(?piirabh*, was 
the schism between the author and his foiiner associates. 
It roused an immediate war of opinion, which gave birth 
to a war of force throughout Eui-o})e. InnuniOrable 
l)ami)hlets soon followed u]K>n its publication, some de- 
iiouncing the work as a specious ai)ology for despotism, 
others advocating the opinions contained in it with a 
vehemenccj wliich the authors had not dared to show, 
till they were encouraged by the support of so elocpieut 
aud so distinguished a pariisan. The most remarkable 
atteini)ts of the former description were the “Bights of 
Man,” bj” Thomas Baiiio, which soon became the manual 
of the dduocratic party; and the “Vindicho Gallicfc,” 
bj^ Mr., aftomards f^ir James Mackintosh, th(j most illus- 
trious, if not the onljr successor of Buike himself in his 
peculiar lino of philosophical politics. Fox was loud in 
condemning the book ; and although no fonnal breach of 
fiiendship had hithei’to taken place, such an event was 
obviously to be expected. On tlio 0th Maj', 1791, dming 
a discussion on a plan for settling the constitution of 
Canada, this separation actually occunnsd, with a so- 
lemnity worthj’^ of the men and the event. From that 
hour, duiing the six remaining years of his life, one idea 
swayed* with exclusive dominion the mind of Burke. 
Utterly separated from Fox's party, aloof from the 
ministry, retired, after a few sessions, fr'om parliament, 
ha contmuod to wage unceasing war, by speech and 
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writing, against the principles and practice of Jacobinism. 
Soon ho was pointed out as a prophet, and the verihcation 
of his predictions in characters of blood was much more 
powerful, because much morfe palpable, than the vague 
anticipations of future advantage put foiward by his 
opponents. In 1794, after his rotii cment fiom pai'liament, 
he received the gi’ant of a considerable i)ension for him- 
self and his wife. The democratic party did not scruple 
to stigmatise his motives ; and in answer to an accusation 
of this sort was wi ittcm the Letter to a Noble Lord,” 
perhijps the inost astonisliiiig specimen of liis pf^culiar 
capacities of stylo. In this year the death of his son 
oveiwhelmed him vdlh aflliotion. Still ho continued his 
exertions. Ilis views of the war differed widely from 
those of the ministry : ho ceased not to urge that it was 
a war not against Fj*anco, but Jacobinism, and that it 
would bo a degradatitm to Britain to treat with any of 
the Regicides. On this subject are vTitteii the two 
“Letters on a Regicide Peace,” published in 179(3, and 
the others publisluid since his deatli. On the 8th of July, 
1797, this event took jdaco, in the (>8th year of his age, 
at his own house at Beaconsfield, whither, after seeking 
medical aid elsewhere in vain, he bad returned to die. 

The mind of this groat man may, perhaps, bo con- 
sidei*ed as a fail* representative of the general charac- 
teristics of English intellect. Its groundwoi k was solid, 
practical, and conversant with the details of business; 
but upon this, and secured by this, ai’ose a superstructure 
of imagination and moral sentiment. Ho saw little, be- 
oause it was painful to him to see anything beyond the 
limits of the national chaiactor ; with that, and with the 
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constitution wliich he considered its appropriate expres- 
sion, all his sympathies vere hound up. But ho loved 
them with an intelligent and discriminating love, making 
it his pains to comprehend thoixnighly what it was his 
delight to serve diligently. His political opinions, spring- 
ing out of those dispositions, 'were cai*ly fixed in favour 
of the "Whig system of governing by gi*eat jmrty con- 
nexions. Those opinions, however, wore swayed in their 
ap 2 >lication by strong impulses of i)ersonal feeling. A 
tomi)or imi)atioiil of control, an imagination jirono to 
magnify tli(»so classes of facts whi(‘h imj)ressed him with 
alami or hoi)0, a coiiimand of languag(3 almost unliniit(‘d, 
and a c<»i»ionsuoss of imagery misleading noai ly as much 
as it illustrated or enforced; these were <iualities which 
laid liiiu open to many seriouvs accusations. But his 
admirers have started a idiilosoidiic doubt, whether less 
of iKission and 2)roju(lice would have been coni] )atil)lo with 
the ])eculiar station he was destined to occu]>y. In an 
ago of revolution, it might bo idausibly maintained, his 
genius was the counteracting force : alone he stood against 
the imimlsea communicated to l^urojioaii soeii^ty by tho 
philosophers of h’ranco; their enthusiasm could only bo 
mot by enthusiasm ; their mlluonco on tho imaginations 
and hearts of men was capable of overbearing either a 
blind prejudice or a ilispassiouato h»gic. But Bui’ke was 
an orator in all his thoughts, and a sago in all his 
eloquence ; ho held tho principles of OonseiTation with 
tho zeal^f a Lovoller, and tempered lofty ideas of Im- 
provomont ■with the scrujiulousnoss of official routine. 
As a debater in the House of Commons he was inferior to 
some othozwtso inferior men, Pitt and Fox will be neg- 
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lected while the speeches of Burke shall still be read. 
It has been said of Fox by a philosophical panegyrist 
that he was the most Doiiiosthonean speaker since De- 
mosthenes. I’erhaps, of all gi*oat orators Bm’k(} might bo 
called the least Demosthenoaii. l^robably a hearer of the 
groat Athenian would have felt as extempoi-aneous and 
intuitive the slowly- VTought i)Oi-foctions of rhetorical art, 
while the listeners to Burke ma}- have often set down to 
elaborate i)rei)aration what was really the ins])iration of 
the moment. Ilis conversation, however, seems to have 
boon unifoimly dcilightful. It is a true maxim in one 
sense, although in another it w'ould often need reversal, 
that great men aie always gi*eater than their woiks. 
Much as we possess of lildinund Burke, very much is lost 
to us of that which fonued the admiration of his contem- 
poraries. “ The mind of that man,” said Dr. Johnson, 
is a i)ercnnial stream : no one grudges Burke the first 
place.” He was acquainted with most subjects of lite- 
rature, and possessed some knowledge of science. The 
philosoi)hy of mind owes him one contribution of no 
inconsiderable value: but the indirect results of his 
metaphysical studies, as seen in the tenor of his practical 
philosophy, are much more extensive. For in all things, 
while he deeply reverenced ininciplos, ho chose to deal 
with the concrete more than with abstractions : ho studied 
men rather than man. In private life the character of 
Burke was unsullied oven by reproach. A good father, a 
good husband, a good friend, he was 6incerol3^ttached 
to the Protestant religion of the English church, “not 
from indifference,” as ho said himself of the nation at 
large, “ but from zeal ; not because he thought there was 
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less religion in it, but because bo knew there was more.” 
Ibit his attachment was 'without bigotiy ; the principles 
of toleration ever found in him a powerful advocate ; imd 
ho was ever zealous to remove impeifections, and con-ect 
abuses, in the establishment, as the best means of seeming 
its j)eniuinont existence. 

The works of Burke arc collected in sixteen volumes 
octavo, llis sj)ee(;hos are se2)ar.'itely j^ublished in four 
volumes octavo. A small volume api>eared in ISiiT, con- 
taining the correspondence, hithoiio un])ublisli(?d, between 
this gi’cat statesman and his friend J)r. Laiu’once. llis 
life was written soon after his defith by hli’. liisset ,* and 
more rect*ntly by Mr. Trior. Several other biographical 
accounts wore i)ul)lished about the time of his death, both 
in the ixaiodical publications and as indoi)endcut works : 
wo arc not aware that any of these are entitled to pai'- 
ticular notice*. 
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Fiiax<?ois Maiue AiiOiTET, who is commonly known 
by his assumed name, De Voltaire, was bom at Ohiitenay, 
noai' S(!eaux, February 20, 1694. JIo sooti distinguished 
himself as a child of extraordinary abilities. The Abbe 
de Chateauneuf, his godfather, took charge of the 
olomciits of his (education, and laboured successfully to 
improve the hdents of Ids ready pupil without much 
regard to his morals. At throe years old the futuie 
chaminon of infidelity had leanuMl by heart the Moisade, 
an iiTcligious poem of J. R. Rousseau. Those lessons 
were not forgotten at coUego, whore ho passcnl rajudly 
through the usual courses of study, and alarmed his 
Jesuit preceptors by the undisguised licence of his 
opinions. About this time some of his first attempts at 
poetiy obtained for him the notice of Ninon do I’Enclos ; 
and when the Abbe de Chatoauneul‘, who had been the 
last in her long list of favourites, introduced him at her 
house, she was so pleased with the promising talents of 
the boy, that she left him by will a legacy of 2000 francs 
to purchase books. The ificolo de Droit, whore* Arouet 
next studied, was much less siuted to his disposition than 
the College of Louis le Grand. In vain his father urged 
him to undertake the drudgery of a profession : the Abb6 
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was a more agreeable monitor, and under his auspices 
the young man sought with eagerness the best Parisian 
society. At the suppers of the Prince do Conti he became 
acquainted with wits and poets, acquii'ed the easy tone of 
familiar politeness, and distinguished himself by the 
delicacy of his flatteries, and the liveliness of his repartee. 
In 1713 ho w^ent to Holland as page to the Prench 
ambassador, the Marquis de Chateauneuf‘. This place 
had been solicited by his father in the hope of detaching 
him from dissipated habits, But little was gained by the 
step, for in a short time ho was sent back to his family, 
in consequence of an intiigue with a Mademoiselle Hu 
Noyor, whoso mother, a Protestant resfugoo at the Hague, 
gained her living by scandal and libels, and on this 
occasion thought something might bo got by complaining 
to the ambassador, and printing young Arouot’s love- 
letters. He was, however, not easily discouinged. He 
endeavoured to interest the Jesuits in his alfairs, by 
rispresonting Mademoiselle Hu Noyor as a ready convert, 
whom it would bo Catholic charity to snatch hum the 
influence of an apostate mother. This manamvre having 
failed, ho sought a reconciliation with his father, who 
remained a long while implacable; but touched at last 
by his son’s entreaties to bo permitted to see him once 
more, on condition of leaving the country immediately 
aftorwai*ds for America, he consented to luceive him into 
favour. Arouot again attempted legal studies, but soon 
abandoned them in disgust. The Eegency had now 
commenced; and among the numerous satires directed 
against the memoiy of Louis XIV., one was attributed 
to him. The report caused him a year’s imprisonment in 
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the Bastille. Soon afterwards he changed the name of 
Aronet for that of Voltaire. “ I have been unhappy,” 
he said, “so long as I bore the first: let us see if the 
other will bring bettor fortune.” It seemed indeed that 
it did so, for in 1718 the tragedy of CEdipe w'as repre- 
sented, and established the reputation of its author. It 
had been principally composed in the Bastille, whore ho 
also laid the foundation of his Ilenriade, which occupied 
the time ho could spare from amorous and political 
intrigue, until 1724. Desiring to publish it, ho submitted 
the poem to some select friemls, men of severe taste, who 
met at the house ‘of the l*residcnt de Maisoiis. They 
found so nijiny faults that the author threw the manu- 
script into the fire. The President Henault rescued it 
with difficulty, and said, “ Young man, your haste has 
cost mo a pair of best lace ruffles : whj'^ should youi* poem 
be better than its hero, who was full of faults, yet none 
of us like him the worse ? ” Surreptitious copiers spread 
rapidly, and gained for the author much both of celebrity 
and envy. But it displeased two powerful classes : tlie 
priests were apprehensive of its religious, the courtiers of 
its political, tendency; insomuch that the publication 
was prohibited by government, and the young king 
refused to accept the dedication. Soon after this, Voltaire 
was sent again to the Bastille, in consequence of a quarrel 
with the Chevalier de Eohan : and on his liberation, he 
was banished to England. There ho remained three 
years, perhaps the most imporiant era of his life, for 
it gave an entirely new direction- to his lively mind. 
Hitherto a wit, and a writer of agreeable verso, he became 
in England a philosopher. Beturning to Prance in 1720, 
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he brought with him an admiration of our manners, and 
a knowledge of our best writers, which visibly influenced 
his own compositions and those of his contemporaries, 
lie now published several poetical and dramatic pieces 
with variable success ; but he was more than once forced 
to quit Paris by the clamour and persecution of hia 
enemies. After the failuro of one of his plays, Fontenello 
and some other literary associates seriously advised him 
to abandon the dmma, as* less suited to his talent than 
the light stylo of fugitive poetry in which he had 
unifomily succeeded. lie answered them by writing 
Zaire, which was acted with gi’eat applause in 1732. Ho 
had abeady published his history of Charles XII. : that 
of Peter tlio Great was vuitton much later in life. Tho 
Lottres l^hilosophiques, secretly printed at Eouen, and 
rai)i(lly circulating, increased his popularity, and the zeal 
of his enemies. This work was burnt by tho common 
hangman. About this tune commenced that celebrated 
intimacy with Pmilio Mar’quiso du Chatolet, which for 
nearly twenty years stimulated and guided his genius, 
liove made him a mathematician. In the studious 
leism*e of Cirey, under tho ausj)icos of “ la sublime 
Emilio,” he i)lungod himself into the most abstract specu- 
lations, and ac(iuired a new title to famo by pubbsliing 
tho Elements of Nowton in 1738, and contending for a 
prize proposed by tho Academy of Sciences. At the samo 
time ho produced in rapid succession Alzire, Mahomet, 
and Moropo. His farno was now bocomo Eur*opean. 
Frederic of Prussia, Stanislarj^, and other sovereigns, 
honoured him with them, or were honoiuod by his, cor- 
respondence. But the perpetual intrigues of his enemies 
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at homo deprived him of repose, and oven at Circy he was 
not always free from troubles and altercations. Upon 
the death of Madame du Chatilet, in 1749, he accepted 
the often urged invitation of Frederic, and took up his 
residence at the Court of Berlin, But the friendship of 
the king and the philosopher was not of long duration. 
A violent quarrel with the geometrician, Maupertuis, 
who was also living under the protection of Frederic, 
ended, after some ineffectual attempts at accommodation, 
in Voltaire’s departure from Frederic’s society and 
dominions (17o3). lie had just published his Sieole 
do Louis XIV., which was shortly followed by the Essai 
sur les !Mteurs. After a few more wanderings, for the 
versatility of his talent seemed to recpiire a corresponding 
variety of abode, Voltaire finally fixed himself at Femey, 
near Geneva, in the sixty-filth year of his eventful life, 
and began to enjoy at leisure his vast reputation. From 
aU parts of Europe strangers undertook pilgrimages to 
this philosophic shrine. Sovereigns took pride in corre- 
sponding with the I*atriarch, as ho was called by the 
numerous sect of free-thinkers, and self-styled jpkilmo- 
who looked up to him as their teacher and loader. 
The Society of Philosophers at Paris, now employed in 
their groat work, the Encyclopedia, which, from the 
moment of its ill-judged pi*ohibition by the government, 
had assumed tho chai'octer of an anti-christian manifesto, 
looked up to Voltaire as the acknowledged chief of their 
party. He furnished some of the most important articles 
in tho work. His whole #nind seemed now to be bent on 
one object, the subversion of the Christiau religion. In- 
numerable miscellaneous compositions, different in form, 
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and generally anonymous, indeed often disavowed, were 
marked by this pernicious tendency. “ 1 am tired,’’ he 
is roi)orted to have said, hearing it repeated that 
twelve men were sufficient to found Chi’istianity : I will 
show the world that om is sufficient to destroy it I ” Half 
a centuiy has elaps(*d, and the event has not justified the 
truth of this hofist : he mistook his own strength, as 
many other unheliovcrs have done. These impious ex- 
travagance's were not, however, the only ocx'upation of 
the twenty years which intervened botwx'en Voltaiin’s 
establishment at Fermy and his death. In the defence 
of SiiTcn, Tjallj’', LabaiTO, CVilas, and otheis, who at 
several times wei’e objects of tmjust condemnation by 
the judicial tribunals, ho exerted himstjlf with a heal as 
indefatigable as it was meritorious. h\'i*ney, under his 
protection, grew to a considerable village, and the in- 
habitants learned to bless the liberalities of their patron. 
His mind continued to be embittered by literary quairels, 
the most memorable being that with J, J. lioussoau, 
commemorated in his poem, entitled ‘ Guoitc Civile do 
Geneve’ (17(38). Ho hated this unfortunate exile, as a 
lival, as an enthusiast, and as a friemd, comparatively 
speaking, to Christianity. Nor were these his only dis- 
quietudes. The pubh cation of the infamous poem of ‘ La 
Ihicello,’ which ho suffered in stii(;t confidence to circulate 
among his intimate friends, and which was piinted by 
the treachery of some of thorn, gave him much uneasi- 
ness. For its indecency and impiety ho might not have 
cared : hut all who had offended him, authors, courtiers, 
even the king and his mistress, were abused in it in the 
grossest manner, and Voltaire had no wish to provoke the 

z 



338 


VOLTAIRE. 


arm of power. He had recourse to his usual process of 
disavowal, and as he could not deny tho whole, ho 
asserted that the offensive parts had been intercalated by 
his enemies. In other instances his zeal outran dis- 
cretion, and affected his comforts by producing appre- 
hension for his safety. Sometimes a panic terror of 
assassination took possession of him, and it needed all 
the gentleness and assiduities of his adopted daughter, 
Madame do Varicourt, to whom he was tenderly attached, 
to bring back his usual levity of mind. At length, in 
1778, Voltaire, yielding to the entreaties of his favourite 
niece, Madame Denis, came to Palis, where at the 
theatre ho was greeted by a numerous assemblage in a 
manner resembling tho crowning of an Athenian dramatic 
poet, more than any modem exhibition of popular favoui*. 
Borne back to his hotel amidst the acclamations of 
thousands, the aged man said feebly, “You are suffo- 
cating mo with roses.” He did not indeed long survive 
this festival. Continued study, and the immoderate use 
of coffee, renewed a strangury to which he had been 
subject, and ho died May 30, 1778. He was intoiTed 
with the rites of Christian worship, a point concerning 
which he had shown some solicitude, in the Abbaye do 
Scellieres. In 1791 his remams were removed by the 
Bovolutionists, and deposited with great pomp in the 
Pantheon. 

It is diffioult, within our contracted limits, to give an 
accurate character of Volburo. In versatility of powers, 
and in variety of knowledge, ho stands unrivalled : but 
ho might have earned a better and more lasting name, 
had he concentrated his talents and exertions on fewer 
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subjects, and studied them more deeply. It has boon 
truly and wittily observed that “ he half hiiew evoiything, 
from tho cedar of Lebanon to the hyssop on the wall ; and 
ho wrote of them all, and laughed at them all.’* Of 
tho feeling of veneration, either for God or man, ho seems 
to have been incapable. He thought too highly of him- 
self to look up to anjdhing. Capricious, passionate, and 
generally scilhsh, he was yet accessible to sudden impulses 
of genoi’osity. He was an acmto rather than a subtle 
thinker. I’erhaps in the whole compass of his philoso- 
phical w’orks there is not to be found one original opinion, 
or entirely new alignment; but no man ever was endow^ed 
with so happy a facility for illustrating the thoughts 
of others, and imi)aiiing a Hvoly cleanicss to the most 
abstmse si)ecu]ations. Ho brought philosophy from the 
closet into the di*awing-room. Eminently skilled to 
detect and satirize the faults and follies of mankind, his 
love of ridi<!ulo was too strong for his love of truth. Ho 
saw tho ludicrous side of opinions in a moment, and often 
unfoi-tunately could see nothing else. His alchymy was 
directed towaids transmuting the imperfect metals into 
dross. All enthusiasm, eagerness of belief, magnifying 
of probabilities through the medium of excited feeling, all 
that makes a sect as well in its author as its followers, 
these things were simply foolish in his estimation. It is 
impossible to gather from his works any connected 
system of philosophy: they are full of contradictions; 
but tho poiwading principle which gives them some form 
of coherence is a rancorous aversion to Chiistianity. As 
a Deist believing in a God, “ remuneratour vengeui*,” but 
proscribing aU established worship, Voltafro occupies a 
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middle position between Eoiissoau on tbo one hand, who, 
while he avowed sc(^i>ticism as to the proofs, professed 
reverence for the charaehaistics of Eovoaled Religion, and 
Diderot on the other, with his fanatical crew of Atheists, 
who laughed not v’ithout reason at their Patriarch of 
Fenioy, for imagining that ho, whose lift' liad been spent 
in trying to unsettle tlie religious oi)inions of mankintl, 
could fix th(' at which unbelief should stoj). The 

dramatic i)Ocms of \’’oltairo retain th(iir j)laco among th(^ 
first in their language, but his othcjr i)oeti(jal works havc^ 
lost much of the reijutation they once enjoyed. lie paints 
with iidelity and vividness the broad lineaments of 2mssion, 
and excels in that light, allusive style, which brings no 
image or sentiment into strong r(;li(‘f, and is th(‘refore 
totally unlike the analytic and 2>icturos(2ue mode of deli- 
neation, to which in this countiy, and especially in this 
age, wo ai'O apt to limit the name and pi’erogativcs of 
imagination. As a novelist, he has seldom been ecjualled 
in wit and 2n*ofligacy. As an historian, ho may be con- 
sidered one of the first who authorised the modern ])hilo- 
R02)hising manner, treating histoiy rather as a i*eservoir 
of facts for the illustration of moral science, than as a 
department of dcscri2)tivo art. lie is often inaccurate, and 
seld<jm profound, but always lively and interesting. On 
the whole, however the general reputation of Voltaire may 
rise or fall with the fluctuations of public opinion, ho 
must continue to deserve admimtion as 

“ Tho wonder of a learned ago ; Iho lino 
Wliicli none could pass ; the wittiest, clearoBt pen 
The voice 7n,0Kt echoed hy ronurnlmg men : 

Tlec emdf loliick answer^l OeH to all well said 

Jiy others, and which most reguital mttde.”--CLEVELAMD 



TIIEOBlCiEA NOVISSIMA, 

OH 

HINTS FOR AN FKFECTIJAL CONSTRUCTION OF THE HIGHER 

rnii.osoi’iiY ON the basis ok revelation. 

I AM alxmt to iBcot the discussion of the most serious 
of all subjects, and I am oiitithMl to ask that it may be 
soriousl}” considei’od. In these times, wIkui knowledge 
is increas(Kl, and many go to and fro on the ^»arth to 
spread it, thosc^ who are not against the cause of Chris- 
tianity must bo anxious to give a reason for th(? faith 
that is in them, not only that the assaults of infidol 
opinion may bo rep(‘lled, but for the sake also of know- 
ledge itself, tliat a right value may bo set on all portions 
of truth, and those wdiich really are most ohivated, most 
pregnant Avith conseqiumcos, may not bo defrauded of 
their full and legitimate estimation. This seems to bo 
well understood by many recent writei*s on the subject. 
Christianity is no longer generally treated, as a topic 
apart fi'oin intcdlectual inquiiy, but is viiJW'od in its 
connection w’ith other (dememts of knoAvlodgo, and espe- 
cially with the main facts of om' moral and rational con- 
stitution, In throwing together then some thoughts, 
which have occurred to my own mind, w^hile employed 
in such meditations, I wish to contribute what little I 
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can to the completion of a true intoUoctual system. 
There is of conrso a strong presumption against any 
theory, that boars an appearance of novelty, on a subject 
already familiar to the successive intellects of so many 
generations ; but this consideration while it should 
make mo diffident as to the cori’ectness of my views, 
ought not, I think to discourage me from submitting 
them to the judgment of others. Many theories, false 
as theories, i.o. as complete surveys, may contain germs 
of important tiiith, and sometimes the merest accidcntj 
by presenting old combinations in a new and striking 
light, even to so insignificant an obsciTer as myself, 
may be the moans of disclosing now relations of things, 
hitherto latent and ■uiilooked for. As it is my pairicular 
wish to^ obtain the assistance of other minds, I have 
endeavoured to state iny notions in as siiriplo a form 
as possible, and to set aside, as much as the subject 
permitted, questions on which difference of scmtimont 
would arise, foreign to the immediate purj^ose of this 
inquiry. I believe, however, that if those speculations 
should be thought to have any soundness, much advan- 
tage will be derived from combining them with other 
psychological opinions, which on former occasions I 
have recommended to the notice of this society. Still 
they may be received alone, for they rest on independent 
grounds ; and it is hardly necessary for mo to remark, 
that while all truth must in some way affect our con- 
duct, truths of this description have a direct tendency 
to affect it in the highest degree. But I wish to be un- 
derstood, as considering Christianity in the present 
Essay rather in its relation to the intoUect, as consti- 
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tuting the higher philosophy, than in its far more im- 
poiiiant bearing upon the hearts and destinies of us all. 
I shall propose the question in this form, “Is there 
ground for believing that the existence of moral evil is 
absolutely necessary to the fulfilment of G-od’s essential 
love for (.'hi-ist ? ” 

Can man by searching find out God ? I believe not. 
I believe that the unassisted efforts of man’s reason 
have not established the existence and attributes of 
Deity on so sure a basis as the Deist imagines. How- 
ever sublime may be the notion of a supreme original 
mind, and however naturally human feelings adhered 
to it, the reasons by which it was justified were not, 
in my opinion, sufficient to clear it from considerable 
doubt and confusion. Between the opposing weight 
of reasonings, equally inalienable fi’om the stricture of 
our intellect, the scale hung with doubtful inclination, 
until the Bible turned it. I hesitate not to say that I 
derive fi’om Revelation a conviction of Theism, which 
without that assistance would have been but a dark 
and ambiguous hope. I see that the Bible fits into 
every fold of tho human heart, I am a man, and I 
believe it to bo God’s book because it is man’s book. 
It is tiTio that the Bible affords me no additional means 
of demonstrating the falsity of Atheism; if mind had 
nothing to do with the formation of the Universe, doubt- 
less whatever had was competent also to make the Bible ; 
but I have gained this advantage, that my feelings and 
thoughts can no longer refuse their assent to what is 
evidently framed to mujage that assent ; and what is it to 
me that I cannot disprove tho bare logical possibility of 
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my wholes nature being fallacious? To seek for a 
certainty above certainty, an evidence beyond necessary 
belief, is the very lunacy of scepticism : we must trust 
our ovTi faculties, or we can put no trust in anything, 
save that moment we call the present, whi(jh escapes us 
while wo articulate its name. I am detennined tliore- 
fore to receive the Jiible as divinely authorized, and tho 
scheme of human and divine things which it contains, as 
essentially true. I (jonsidc^r it as an axioma, or law, to 
which I have ascended by legitimate induction of par- 
ticulars, and from which I am entitled to descend with 
increased knowledge on tho heap of remaining pheno- 
mena.* 

Now what is tho scheme of Christian 2 )hilosoi)hy ? 
What a(j(iount does it give of tho reasons for which 
God created us? I fiiul in tho Jbblo that “man is 
created in tho imago of Gf)d.” I find also th(^Ho words, 
“ God is love.” “ In Christ alone God loved tho world.” 
“15y Christ and for Chi-ist all things consist.” “Through 
Christ God constituted tho ages.” “ llo is tho well 
beloved Son in whom the Father is well phjasod.” “ Ho 
is tho cxin-ess image of llis person.” “Ho was made 

* In these preliminary observationH I wish to he iinilcr.sto()d as 
not arguing in behalf of llevelation. Such arj,mment does not come 
within the scope of this Essay, but it is 2)rcsumod in it. I have 
here merely stated my own impressions respecting the credibility of 
that fundaiacntal point, which I tjikc for granted : what is said 
therefore of the only remaining impediment being a bare i)Ossibility 
that human reason is fallacious apx>1ies only to those who, like 
myself, believe that the jirepondenujcc of evidence is decidedly in 
favour of Christianity, not to any who think they see cause for a 
contrary oi>iuion. 
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poifoct througli sufforings.” “ He came into the world 
to destroy the works of tho devil.” l^h’om these and 
several otlnir passages I collect tho following scheme, 
which 3 am prepared to show is consistent with facts 
and reason as well as with Scriptui*(;, and is liable to no 
objection that does not bear with equal force against 
Deism. 

God is love. What do thi'se words mean? Some 
will say they signify the general benevolence of God's 
nature, his wish to see all liis creatures happy. ITn- 
doubtedly thtiy inclinle this ; but is this all ? I think 
not. Since. man is in tho imago of God, and since 
notliing can bo more essential to man, as an intelligent 
being, than to act from a motive, some motive must 
have actuafcul the Suju’eme Being in liis original fiat of 
creation. Now have wo any knowl(‘dge, or can we fonn 
any reasonable conjecture, what that motive was ? Tlie 
Deist w'ould probably ausw'cr ; it w\is a wdsh to enjoy 
the ha])i)iness of multitudes, to see everywhcio around 
him his own caiiacity of existence and delight conimu- 
nieatod to fomis of his creation. Dnfortunatedy how- 
ever, “ Je vois lo nial sur la terro : ” * how' comes that ? 
Tho Deist aiisw'ers that ho does not know, but that if 
wo supi)os(i it iiripossible for finite beings to attain 
certain mc'usimjs of felicity without 2 )ro\'ious pain, tho 
existence of evil will bo no impeachment of the Sovereign 
Goodness, t ITjxm which I shall only make this remaik, 

* Kousseaii. — Confession do Foi du Vicairc Savoyard. 

+ Another popular answer is, that evil is tho unavoidable coii- 
sequcnce of fj’ce will, and that free will is the ground of all mobility. 
Niue out of ten who use this language would, if pressed farther, 
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that we have here three hypotheses made in the dark, 
which for anything we know may bo in direct contra- 
diction to the nature of things. First the h5T)othesi8 
with respect to God’s chief end in creation. Secondly, 
the hypothesis that certain degrees of happiness cannot 
be attained without i)rovious torment. Thirdly, the 
hypothesis that, oven if the second were true, the creation 
of suffering would bo no impeachment to Divine Mercy. 
Now then what says the Bible? It seems to mo to 
declare emphatically, that the motive which drew God 
from eternity into time was the love of Christ. 

We know that in the human mind, passions, of which 
the objects are remote, general, or vague, do not in- 
terest, or excite to action nearly so often as objects of 

reply that morality wjis valua]>le only as it leads to happiness, so 
that this argument would resolve itself into the one mentioned in 
the text. Some, however, contend that God delights in holiness 
for its own sake, and since holiness, they say, is only possible 
through lilierty, it was indisf)ensa>)le that the creature should have 
the power of determining itself to evil. lJut without mentioning 
the enormous difficulties which embarrass this scheme, by the con- 
sideration of that dependence on the creature which it ascribes to 
God, the question still remains to be asked, how it can be conceived 
compatible with His Justice that a great i)art of the creation should 
be given up to evil, in order that the remainder may fulfil the 
necessary conditions of holy life ? If ft is asserted that the com- 
munication of his moral excellences was not an act, from which God 
could refrain at pleasure, but was the necessary evolution of His 
Nature, I liave no objection to the statement, for the ground of it 
is the very same which I am proceeding to establish. But then I 
go further, for I show how and why it was a necessary evolution ; 
and it is obvious that nothing is gained on this position by intro- 
ducing the supposed liberty of iudiffcreucc into our argument. 
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immediate and concentered allurements. Why else do 
all passions, the evil and the good, the self regarding as 
well as, alas ! more than, the disinterested and conscien- 
tious, uniformly prevail over the calmer emotions ex- 
cited hy views of balanced interest and reasonable ad- 
vantage? Why else, which is more to the present 
pui'i^oso, do the affections of domestic and friendly in- 
tercourse overcomo our diffusive sentiments of j)hilan- 
thropj’? Why is love exclusive and absorbing in its 
tendencies, so that, whenever it exists in gi’catest per- 
fection in oui* bosoms, wo f(3el it sin and sacrilege to 
withdraw any considoiuble portion of our heart from 
the adored object? Philosophers, who have fallen in 
love, and lovers who have acquired philosf)])hy by re- 
flecting on their peculiar states of consciousness, tell 
us that the passion is grounded on a convi(;tion, tnie 
or false, of similarity, and consequent iiresistiblo desire 
of union or rather identification, as though we had 
suddenly found a bit of ourselvas that had been dropt 
by mischance as we descended upon earth. The same 
philos()phic persons have been strenuous maintainors of 
the doctrine, that this orotic feeling is of oiigin pecu- 
liarly divine, and raises the soul to heights of existence, 
which no other passion is ponnitte<l to attain. It should 
follow then from their oi>iiiion, that while we consider 
human thought, design, voHtion, «fcc., as images of 
qualities somehow resembling these, though at infinite 
distance, in the Divine Mind, a passion so manifestly 
the noblest attribute of our nature should also bo con- 
sidered as representing some principle equally eminent 
in the Supreme Character. If it be answered, God is 
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without passions ; Ho has no need of any other being ; 
Ilis fi'licity is su]3roino, in(ioj)cn(lent, unaltei’iiblo ; I 
ask, whether or not God has created the Tlniverse ? If 
ho has, ho must have had some motives some desii’o of 
some object to l)e attained by action. If his motive was 
the desire of creating hajipy beings, as is commonly said, 
this w^as a feeling just as much as tho motive I liavo 
supposed, and implied a w'ant lU) less. If tho analogy 
of man does not deceive us, the feeling would indeed bo 
weaker than on my supposition ; but docs a sentiment 
become imworthy of God by becoming intense, and is it 
not evident tho objection arises fi’om tho ambiguous 
sense of the w’ord “passion,” w'hich is generally used to 
denote unreasonable or dangerous feelings ^ In our 
frail nature strong feeling is i)rono to error ; but are we 
afraid for God ? It is more abuse of tcims to talk of God 
as wrai)t in inde])endent felicity ; w'o should not be hero 
to say it, if he were. Having thus disposed of this 
objection, 1 revert to my former conclusion, that love, by 
which I mean dh’cct, immediate, absorbing all'ection for 
one objfict, on tho ground of similarity i)or(!eived, and 
with a view to more comidetc union, as it is tho noblest 
quality (d* tho human soul, must represent tho noblest 
affection of tho Divine Nature. And hei o tho wojxls of 
St. John moot us, “God is love.” Ai*o w^o at a loss to 
interpret them rights Let us place beside them tho 
words of the blessed Jesus, when in solemn prayer to 
Ilis Father he said, “ Thou lovedst mo bchwo tho foimd- 
ation of tho world.” 

Surely these views throw light on tho assertion that 
Chiist is God. Ho is God, not in that highest sense in 
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which the Absolute, the *0* ftN is God : but as the object 
of that Iiifiiiito Bciug’s love, the necessary (iomi)letion of 
his beiIl^^ the reproduction of Him, without which His 
natui’e could not h.'ivc been fulfilled, bocaiiso lf<' is love. 
The generation of this rciflex btiiiig is manifestly et(*rnal, 
since God's nature is cteinal, and the only possible 
thought of God on his own being, must have comprised 
the thought of the ne(‘essily of CJhiist's existence. 3 
i>eliove this ; but I believe also, that the Godhead of the 
Son has not b(Mui a fixed, invariable thing from th(* 
beginning: ho is more (jod now’ than ho W’as once ; and 
will be perfectly united to God hereafter, when ho has 
put all enemies under his foot. Is tliis heterodox Yet 
tlio Scri])turcs say it iilaiuly; *‘lLo is made peifect 
through sufferings.” That W’hich is ab'cady 2 >eifect hath 
no need to bo made so. I will exjdain myself fuilher. 
Similarity, it has been said, is an essential condition of 
love, and it is ecpuilly true that reciinucity is im])lied in 
its idea. 1 do not moan that it is impossible truly to 
love a i)orson, wiio does not return the affection, but that 
it is im])ossiblo to love without desiring such retuni, and 
without feeling tho natui*o and inu’|K)se of love to bo un- 
fulfilled so long as it is confined to ono j^arty. Is it not 
reasonable therefore to concludo that tho love of tho 
Eternal Being wdU require similarity in the object that 
excites it, and a projmrtionablo retiu*n of it, when once 
excited r' But here arises a difficulty. "Whatever per- 
sonality is generated by God out of 3 Lis sul)stanco must 
be essentially subordinate to God. I say not how sub- 
ordinate, or to what extent; I contend for tho plain 
truth that he must bo so in ono souse, and that on im- 
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portant one. Elevate and magnify the Son, as you will : 
he is the Son still, and not in all points or in all senses 
equal to the Father. A i>er8onality derived must ho 
wonderfully diiferent from one self-existent and original. 
IIow then viU the requisite similarity he possible, since 
the nature of Gk)d is Infinite, Absolute, Perfect? And 
how will the Eeciprooity he possible, since the attributes 
of God are all infinite, and that groat attribute so infinite 
to Him, that the Apostle asserts it to be His essence,, 
must be altogether illimitable ? 

I believe the Universe, as it exists, fiiU of sin and 
sorrow, is the solution of this difficulty. The supposi- 
tion that no being, not properly self-existent, can attain 
conformity of character with the Supreme God, except 
by a contest with evil, seems admirably adapted to ex- 
plain existing phenomona, and is not without antecedent 
probability. The strength of love in sublunary concerns 
is manifested by collision with opposing principles. 
When amidst doubt and ignorance and suffering, and 
temptation, a heail; perseveres in love, we may be sure 
of the indomitable character of that hc^art’s affection. It 
may bo said, that although the force of love is thus 
manifested to our hun^an apprehension, God, who sees 
all things, could see the whole extent and cai)acity of 
a heart without this process of trial. I answer that, 
until wo know more clearly the nature of sentient being, 
and the ground of that mysterious principle wo tenn 
personality, we have no power to determine, whether 
the very existence of exalted love in any Being, short of 
Absolute Deity, may not depend on collision with evil. 
Doubtless the mere consideration, that ** the course of 
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true love never doth run smooth ” in this mortal condi- 
tion, is of itself no proof that such is the intrinsic natui’e 
of that sentiment : but at the same time it is no i)roof, 
or shadow of proof, to the contrary ; and it leaves the 
hold of dispute freely open to those accumulated proba- 
bilities, which are supplied by the language of the 
Scripture, the apparently natural suggestions of our ovai 
most affectionate moods, and the conditions of the gi*eat 
problem which wo have to solve, and W'hich no other 
method can solve without more postulates than are here 
reejuired. 

If these thoughts have any foundation, evil may have 
been called into existence and power, because it was 
the necessaiy and only condition of ('’hiistis being ena- 
bled to exert the highest acts of love, that any generated 
lleing could perform, and thereby attaining that high 
degree of conformity cominiscd in the Divine Idea of his 
existence, and that high degi-oe of reciprocate affection 
required by the eternal love of his Father. Whether 
then we consider evil merely as a negation, or choose 
to acquiesce in the oiunion of a i^orsonal ill principle, 
the puri)oso of its existence is equally clear; and since 
that puri)oso is the fulfilmont of the Eternal Natui^e by 
completing those conditions, without wliich Christ could 
not have been ‘the object of Supreme Love, and the first 
self affirmation of God would have become contrailictory 
and impossible, who will dare to maintain that the ex- 
istence of evil impugns, rather than establishes, the 
Divine attributes ? 

It may still perhjips be asked “ How could the pure 
mind of the most holy God coucoiyo the idea of evil 1^ Is 
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it not blasphemy to make God tho author of sin^” 
Undoubtedly it would be blasphemous to assort that sin 
exists in wtue of tho ])aiiicular approbation, and accord- 
ing to tho desire of God: but to say that it exists in 
virtiKi of His power, as the peii)etual shadow of His light, 
for tho pui’pose of fulfilling a nature poifoctly oi)posite 
to itself, and wliicli could not bo fulfilled without this 
contrast, what is th(ii'(i in this contrary" to religious vene- 
ration ? Tt is obvious that in tho idea of porf(‘ot obtulienco 
must have Im'c'ii included tho possibility of disobedience ; 
and the powen*, inscrutable and incoini)reh(!nsible as it 
must ever he; to man, by which God (X)uld set beyond the 
limits of Ilis owt^i ])ersonality another individual si)int, 
capable of separate love, may well bt) presumed to extend 
even to the formation of a frowurd soul, capable of 
swerving from the sovereign will. It should seem too 
that pain, at oikx) cause and olfc(‘.t of sin, is inalienable 
from the source of all imjoyment : we talk of thi) suyn emf^ 
happiness of God, and doubtless He hath within Himself 
a capacity of infinite ideasure ; but I say, h‘aning on tho 
lliblc, the full satisfaction of this capacity is future, not 
actual, not alw'ays identical. Is not God love ? and is 
not privation essential to that feeling, until it hath i)assod 
out of the si)horo of desii’o into that of gratification ? 
Moreover pain is a component ' paii of all desire ; and 
were we to substitute any other motive of creation foi* tho 
scriptural and rational one,* it would remain equally 

* Besidefi the hypothesi.s to which I Lave already alluded, which . 
represents something in the creature as the ultimate end of the 
creative i>uri»0He, there is another supported hy many of the modem 
CalviuistS; and in x>articular with great ability by Jonathan Edwards, 
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tnio, that tho son so of need or privation is part of tho 
(Toativo spirit. But tho i)lain answer to all objections, 
diuwn from logical definitions of God is — Look at tho 
facts: here is a world ovorrun with sin and suffering; 
how did they got hero except by Divine permission? 
Every system of theism must make God tho author of sin 
in this s(mso : tho question is, whether it is better to nm 
away from a tnith whic^h remains steadfast, whether we 
look at it or no, or to show' that that tnith redounds, lik(j 
all othcjrs, yea more than all others, to Ilis gloiy, who is 
“tho Creator and Sariour, with whom is none.” I will 
then suppose it granted that tho puri)ose of Christ's 
oxistonco could not have boon attained, and tho essential 
njituro of God could not have been fulfilhjd, without an 
actual contest between Christ and tho powers of evil. It 
may bo askod w'hy this warfare could not have been 
carried on and brought to conclusion, directly and face to 
face, without involving other created si)iiit8 in its terrible 
proceedings. I think I see three reasons for the coiu’se 
that has actually boon taken. In tho first jdace, ignorant 
ns wo are concerning tho nature ,of personal being, it 


which describes God as acting solely from a regard to His own 
glory. The word is ambiguous. If it be meant that God acts to 
display His own sovereignty, and to get adoration for it, I am 
afraid the system deserves no l)etter name than a disguised 
Daemouism. But it certainly admits of a different interpretation, 
and one perfectly in accordance with the scheme I endeavour to 
establish. In one remarkable passage Edwards catches hold of the 
truth for a moment, but the genius of Calvinism, “torva inens,” 
frightens him from it in the next sentence. — See “Inquiry into 
God’s chief end in Creation,” Ch. /. S. 4. 


A A 



354 


TIIEODICJEA NOVISSIMA. 


seems highly probahlo from the little knowledge we have, 
that the highest possible i)owei* must bo that which can 
control the si)riiigs of i)ersonal agency ; and therefore, if 
the object was to exalt that Evil I’rincijde to a very high 
dogi’ee of dominion, in order that more oxaltod love might 
bo called forth for his overthrow, it is obvious that this 
particular sj)e(!ies of power, namely, over the heaits, the 
grounds of character, in a plurality of sentient beings, 
would bo the very kind wt^ should cx])oct v'ould be en- 
tmsted to that Evil rrinciple. A fiu ther step has then 
been taken in the argument, and 1 am enabled to ask 
why the Dirtno Goodness may not be considered as 
established rather than im])€^achod, by the fa(;t of a 
ruinod w'orld, a number of souls enthralled by a j)iinciplo 
of sin inhorent in their original fonnation. T may further 
obsoiTG, that howov<w muc;h wo should rejoice to discover 
that the ehunal scheme of God, the necessary comjdetion, 
let us remember, of Ilis Almighty Nature, did not require 
the absolut(! ptwdition of any spirit ciilled by Him into 
existemeo, w^o are certainly not entitled to consider IIkj 
perpetual misciT’ of jnany individuals as incomi)atiblo' 
with sovereign love. If Christ could attain the roqtdsito 
degr<^e of exaltation without the concession of so much 
l>owor to evil, there is no doubt everlasting torment would 
not be, because God is lov(J, and can have no d(5light in 
inflicting i)ain for its own sake ; but if the loss of (!(‘rtain 
souls was miccjssaiy to Christ’s tiiumi)h f»ver tlu* (wil that 
oi)p()sod him, most certainly on the jn-inciples I have laid 
down, God must have included it in His jdan, and a 
contrary mode of jirocoeding would have been contra- 
dictory to that infinite love w^hich constitutes his moral 
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natiiro. lify second reason is this; love that is infinito 
must embrace all objects calculattnl to t^xcite any degree 
of that holy fetding. However slight the similanty por- 
ceivc'd, however faint the reciprocity obtaini‘d, y(it if a 
iiiinimiini only of these qualitit's exist, jnoportioiiable 
love will be aroused by them. God therefore, since Ilis 
idea of Christ did not includfj the ideas of other possible 
spirits, had love in TJis infinite self for them all ; for there 
must be some similarity in all beings formed aft(*r Ilis 
own image, all that are capable of love. Inconii)arably 
less must these emotions have bcH'ii than the gi'oat feeling 
for Christ, .which arose from the idea of complete simi- 
larity and union actually to be realiscjd in him, yet small 
as they wer(^ in comparison, and incai)ablo of influencing 
Ilis 2Drcforen(;o, they were yet parts of Ilis Internal Nature ; 
and as such must be imitated by (''hrist before his con- 
formity to the Father c*euld bo com})h*to. By choosing 
this mode therefore of warfare with evil, (lirist effected 
another i)art of the necessary conformity, since he dis- 
played a i)orfcct love for the lost souls of men, and, by 
living for them, procured salvation for as many as the 
Fathei* gtivo him. Ilis character became confonned to 
that of God by two things, a full return of God’s love for 
him, and a manifestation of exalted love towards inferior 
spirits. There is yet a third reason which renders the 
existence of such spirits necessary to the conflict and 
triumph of Christ, llowcwor (H)nii)leto the lotum of 
affection in his heaid; for the original love of the Father, 
one point of similaiity novtu’ could, by possibility, bo 
attained by him. Ho never could be the unselfish lover 
of himself. Yet it is sui'ely to bo conceived that the holy 
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love of God would receive gratification and fulfilment 
from the existence of a paiallol love to itself, a love that 
is for Christ. lienee the thii'd manifestation of Godhead, 
the manifestation of the Holy Spirit, hecaino necossaiy to 
(jompleto the Eternal Nature, so that Chiist might he 
loved, so to speak, from h(dow as well as from above, and 
to him as the one object might tend the energies of evciy- 
thing that was not himself. 

Let us cease then to complain of the hard condition of 
this world, and to draw from it ai‘gumonts against tho 
existence of Overruling Goodness : for, if tho i)OBitions I 
have ondeavoui’ed to establish are, as I believe, tho most 
probable that oui* reason presents to us after a full suiwey 
of all tho facts wo can command, ought wo not to acquiesce 
with cheerfulness in the sight of calamities which alono 
render tho oxistence of happiness possible, of iniquity, 
without which the veiy being of a holy God would be a 
contradiction ? 

I shall now pass to a different and less important j>art 
of tho subject, and oiler a few observations on tho 
manner in which I conceive tho self abasement and 
sacrifice of Christ procured redemption for fallen man. 
The momentous point to bo settled is that this redem})- 
tion has been procured: tho manner, I repeat, is less 
important, yet the enquiry into it will bo attended with 
benefit, since it has been hindered and peiqdexod from 
the beginning with many human ciTors, some of which, 
and those not the least dangcjrous, may bo avoided 
by keeping steadily in sight tho principles I have laid 
down. 

In the Supreme Nature those two capacities of Perfect 
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Loyo anti I’erfcct Joy are indiviKiblo.* Ilolincss and 
Happiness, says an old TJiyino, are two several notions of 
one thing. Etpially inseparahle are the notions of Oppo- 
sition to Love and Ojjposition to Bliss. Unless thtjreforc 
tho heart of a created being is at ono with tho ht^art t)f 
God, it cannot but bo miserable. Moreover, there is no 
I)ossibLlity of continuing for evtir paiily with God and 
jmrtly against Him : we must either bo capable by our 
nature of entii'o accordance with Ilis will, or we must be 

* This is perfectly compatible with what I have sfiid above 
(p. 10), ‘*11 faut laisser qacique chose a faire ^ ses lecteurs but 
I would remind them that the question now is, not whether the 
happiness of love can be accomi)lished without i)ain, but w^hethev 
any happiness can exist out of the range of love, if it be true that 
God* is love. In truth, however, the one paswige esUiblishes the 
other : for if “the High and Holy One, who iuhabiteth Eternity,” 
hath no other way to Peace but through War, much less may the 
creature hope to find his own peace, save by co-ox»eration with the 
Divine Will, and earnest longing for that time, wlicn “God shall 
be all in all.” For which do w^e imagine ? Tliat tliere is some 
easier course to that ultimate consummation of Godhe'ad ? Fools, 
would not God have chosen it ? Or, that God may indeed be con- 
suiiimate, but wc remain transitory, and go on in our clay compound 
of good and evil for ever ? But tliis is false and contradictory ; 
for it sui)poses God to be liually separated from evil, and yet that 
portion of God which is in us, “the light that lighteth eveiy man 
that cometh into the world,” to remain in juxtaj»osition with carnal 
misery. Oh, if wc would but believe that this, this is the true 
Anthropomori»hism, to fancy our present humanity, with its mixture 
and close eml)riic1iig of sin and holiness, delight and anguish, is a 
natural and durable state, instcail of deeming it, as wc ought, the 
most factitious and unnatural combination possible, the last effort 
of Divine Power, the effort which decided victory, by securing a 
battle-dcld for Jesus against the power of the Prince of the Air ! 
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incapahlo of anytliing but miscrj^ fui’thcr than TIo may 
for awhile “ not impute our trespasHOs to us,” that is, Ho 
may interpose some toinporaiy barrier betw(5on sin .and 
its attendant pain. For in the lOtcmal Idea of God a 
creatcid spirit is pciha}).s not seen, as a seriijs of successive 
st.atos, of which some that are evil might bo eomponsate<l 
by others that .are gcjod, but as one indivisible object of 
these almost infinitely divisible modes, and that either in 
accordance with His own nature, or in o 2 ) 2 )ositif)n to it. 
But I have no wish to enter into these abstnise con 
siderations : there is no novelty in the doctrine that 
incai)ability of jiorfect love for God is incaj)ability of 
hai)i)y existence; and for this belief the exi)ericnce of 
the human soul in all ages, echoed by the Bible, affords 
ample l eason. 

But God, we have s(^eIl, is love ; love for all spirits in 
His image, but .al)ove all, far above all, for llis Son. In 
order to love God perfectly we must love what Ho loves ; 
but Christ is the gi-aiid object of His love ; therefore we 
must love Christ before wo can attain that love of the 
Father, which alone is life everlasting. Before the 
Gospel was preached to man, how could a human soul 
have this love, and this consequent life 1 see no way ; 
but now that Christ has excited our love for him by 
showing unutterable love for us ; now that we know him 
as an Elder Brother, a being of like thoughts, feelings, 
sensations, sufferings, with ourselves^ it has become pos- 
sible to love as God loves, that is, to love Chiist and 
thus to become united in heart to God. Besides Christ 
is the express imago of God’s person : in loving him wo 
are sure wo are in a state of readiness to love the Fatlier, 
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whom wo soo, ho tciUs us, when wo soo him. Nor is this 
nil : the tcndoncy of lovo is towards a union so intimate, 
as virtually to amount to identification ; when then by 
liffoctioii towards Christ wo have be(‘.omo blended with liis 
being, the beams of Etc^mal Love falling, as over, on the 
one bolov(jd object will include us in him, and their 
returning Hashes of love out of his personality will carry 
along with thorn some from oui- own, since ours has become 
confused vdth his, and so shall wo bo one with C-hrist and 
i^hrongh Christ with God. Thus then wo 8(?e the great 
elfoct of the Incarnation, as far as our nature is concerned, 
was to render human lovo for the Most High a possible 
thing. The Law’ had said “ thou shalt love tho Lord thy 
God, w'ith all thy soul, and with all thy mind, and with 
all thy strength;’’ and could meu have lived by law’, 
** W’hich is tho strength of sin,” verily righteousness and 
life would have Ixum by that law. But it was not possible, 
and all W’oro coiiclud(?d under sin, that in Chi-ist might 
bo tho deliverance of all. 1 believe that Bodomption is 
universal, in so far as it left no obstacle betw’ecn man and 
God, but man’s own will: that indeed is in the pow’er 
of God’s election, with w^hom alone rests tho abysmal 
secrets of personality ; but as far as Christ is concerned, 
his death was ff)r all, since his intentions and affections 
were equally directed to all, and “none who come to him 
wdll bo in any wise cast out.” 

h^rom what I have said, tho efficacy of Christ’s death 
will bo apparent, and thoso Apostolic expressions, which 
ascribe much more to it than to his previous life, will 
appear fully warranted and pcifcctly intelligible. That 
death was tho crowning act of his faith in God, Tho 
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whole force of evil was tlien brought to boar upon his 
holy Roul, and ho resisted to the last. Severest agony and 
most fearful temptation were thrown across his being; 
but ho bore up against them, trusting in Ood, oven when 
God seemed to have forsaken him. Thus in his death the 
seal was set to the conformity he had struggled to attain ; 
and while on ont^ side th(i possibility of life accniod to 
helpless humanity, on the other God behold his perfect 
Son, his true Movoyevns, and the First Groat Problem of 
the Etemal Natur<^ Tyas solved. 

And now a few words in conclusion to opponents of 
a different kind — ^those who are roady to a(*.cuse mo of 
having sacrificed too little instead of too much to reason. 
After all, these may say, it can be but a fanciful dream, 
a piece of romantic extravagance, to suppose the Being 
of beings, whose nature is so infinitely removed from our 
apprehension, can bo possessed by love for one individual 
product of His Almightiness, and can have been induced 
by passion for that single object to create this admirabh) 
multiplicity of contrivances wo call the Universe ! I 
answer that the infinite superiority of God to man is the 
very truth, which renders it far more probable to my 
judgment that God should act from a regard to a Being 
nearest to His Supreme Nature, and immeasurably exalted 
above our frail condition, than that the astonishing facts 
of a creation involving evil, an incarnation, and a re- 
demption, should have ultimate reference to such atoms 
in the immense scheme as ourselves.' Christ indeed is 
one, and inferior spiiits, of whom we perhaps are the 
lowest, may be innumerable*; yet in exceUonce and p^«ni- 
iude of existence, in nearness to God and adequacy to the 
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absorption of His glorious love, what ai’o the myriads of 
created beings, when weighed against that Only begotten 
8 on, the express imago of the Eathor’s person ? It is not 
easy i)erha2^s, on the common scheme, to prevent a fooling 
of pride in beholding the counsel of God revolve about 
this little earth lijce tho sun in tho system of Ptolemy : 
but when wo come to regard our extreme lowness of 
natui’O as a fact involved in the gi*oat truth of Christ’s 
having abased hims(ilf to the lowest 2)oint of disadvantage, 
in Ol der that tho triumi>h of his faith in God might be 
iiioro complete, ‘‘where is boasting then ? It is excluded.” 
Tho pliiloHojjhical Deist however, who very willingly 
concedes the incongniity of the tsstablishod system, may 
challenge mo to meet him on his own ground, and may 
assort that a God animated by emotions resembling our 
own, and for whatever reason, mixing himself up with 
our passions, and caring for our love, is a figment of i)re- 
sumptuous imagination, and can stand no comparison with 
that pui’e intellect, which ho delights to contemplate as 
the i)oiwading princijde of his stuiiondous whole. I have 
aheady remarked that no systcin of Theism can subsist 
without the notion of some emotive principle in tho Deity. 
Exi)erionce, I think, faiiiy wari’ants tho conclusion that 
no such principle is nohlor than love. The great error 
of the Doistical mode of arguing is the assumption that 
intellect is something more pure and akin to Divinity, 
than emotion. The truth, however, remains steadfast, 
**Tb T€\(fs 6u yvwais, ikWa irpa^is that capacity of the 
human soul by which it is capable of action, and accord- 
ing to the exercise of which praise or blame is bestowed, 
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must bo the image of tlie highest capacity in God. Cciv, 
tainly, when wo call it tho image, wo speak only of 
similaiity in effect: tho constitution. of feeding in a self-i 
existent Being, must bo infinitely dissimilar and suiwrior* 
to that in man : but so it is also with intellect ; and we’ 
, have not tho slightest reason for supposing that the 
oporations of our thoughts approach nearer to tho modes 
of Divine Knowledge, than the aflbetions of oui* heaiis to 
that Love, which God is. 

These are the thoughts I have encouraged myself to 
lay before you: doubtless others are included in thexp,' 
which further 2’efioction may bring to light. Again, bedoro 
I conclude, I dopi*ecato any hasty rejection of them, as 
novelties. Christianity is imlood, as St, Augustin says, 
“pulchiitudo tarn antiqua;’’ but he adds, “tarn nova,’' 
and it is capable of provsenting to ovoiy mind a new face 
of truth. The great doctrine, which in my judgment 
those observations tend to strengthen and illumine, tho 
doctrjne of pcn’sonal love for a personal God is assuredly 
no novelty, but has in all times boon tho vital princiido 
of tho chui’ch. Many are tho forms of antichristian 
heresy, which for a season have depressed and obscured 
that principle of life: but its nature is conflictivo and 
resurgent; and neither tho Papal Iliorarchy with its 
pomp of systematised errors, nor tho worse apostacy of 
latitudinaiian Protestantism, have ever so far prevailed, 
but that many from age to age have ^proclaimed and 
vindicated the eternal Gospel of love, believing, as I too 
firmly believe,' that any opinion whicjh tends to keep out 
of sight tho lining and loving God, whether it substitute 
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toi* Him ail idol, an occult agency, or a formal crood, can 
Ije nothing bettor than a vain and portentous shadow 
pifpjectod fiom the solhsh darknoss of imrogenorato 
-nUan. 


THE END. 
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